CTION. 


HOME 

;  SWEET  HOME. 

-I  K-l— H 

John  Howard  Paynb. 

1.  'Mid    pleas  -  ures  and  pal    -  a  -  aces  though  we  may  roam,      Be  it    ev    -    er  so 

2.  I       gaze       on  the  moon    as    I     tread    the  drear  wild,     And    feel       that  my 

3.  An     ex    -    ile  from  home,  splendor  daz    -    zles  in  vain;        Oh,  give       me  my 


if-) 

h-j— U  ,F 

' — ■    *  1 

i   

hum-ble,  there's  no  place  like  home ; 
moth  -  er  now  thinks  of  her  child  ; 
low  -  ly  thatch'd  cot  -  tage    a  -  gain ; 


A  charm  from  the  skies  seems  to  hal 
As  she  looks  on  that  moon  from  our  own 
The  birds    sing-ing  gaily,  that  came 


low  us 
cot-tage 
at  my 


,^-r>v — 1 — u— 1 — 1 — h 

1         N  l-H 
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there,  "Which,  seek  thro'  the  world,  is  ne'er  met  with  elsewhere.  Home,  home, 
door.  Thro'  the  wood-bine  whose  fragrance  shall  cheer  me  no  more.  Home,  home, 
call ;    Give  me  them,     and  that  peace  of  mind,  dear    -    er  than  all.         Home,  home, 


¥  ' 

sweet,  sweet  home.  There's  no     place  like  home,  Oh,  there's  no     place  like  home. 
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FLAG  OF  THE  FREE  COLLECTION. 


Sound. — Sound  is  occasioned  by  the  vibration  of 
some  sonorous  body  which  is  communicated  to  the 
air.  This  motion  of  the  air  is  transferred  to  the  tym- 
panum of  the  ear,  and  thence,  by  means  of  most  ex- 
quisite mechanical  contrivances,  through  the  auditory 
nerve  to  the  brain.  A  wave  of  sound  goes  out  from 
the  sonorous  centre  in  a  spherical  form,  consisting  of 
alternate  condensations  and  rarefactions,  something 
in  the  same  way  as  a  wave  of  water  goes  out  from  the 
the  centre  of  disturbance  in  a  circular  form,  consist- 
ing of  alternate  ridges  and  depressions.    The  differ- 


ence between  a  sound  and  a  musical  note  is  not  a  dif- 
ference per  se:  any  sound  repeated  with  equal  force, 
at  very  minute  intervals,  will  produce  a  musical  note, 
the  pitch  of  the  note  produced  depending  solely  upon 
the  frequency  of  the  repetition ;  the  more  frequent 
the  vibrations  become  the  higher  will  be  the  pitch. 
A  single  sonorous  impulse,  or  such  successive  impul- 
ses as  are  irregular  in  their  character,  produce  noise. 
Perfectly-timed  impulses  produce  a  musical  note.  In- 
tensity is  due  to  the  amount  of  disturbance  in  the 
medium,  to  the  amplitude  of  the  excursion  which 


WHEN  THE  SWALLOWS  HOMEWARD  FLY. 


Franz  Abt. 


1.  When  the    swallows  homeward   fly.  When  the 

2.  When  the  white  swan  southward  roves,  To  seek 

3.  Hush,  my  heart  1  why  thus  complain  ?  Thou  must. 


ros    -    es  scatter'd     lie.  When  from 
at  noon  the  orange  groves, When  the 
too,       thy  woes  con-tain,  Though  on 


i 


4: 


nei  -  ther  hill  nor  dale,  Chants  the  sil  -  v'ry  night  -  in  -  gale ;  In  these  words  my  bleeding 
red  tints  of  the  west  Prove  the  sun  has  gone  to  rest ;  In  these  words  my  bleeding 
earth  no  more  we  rove.  Loud  -  ly  breathing  words  of  love ;  Thou,  my  heart,  must  find  re- 
 K_ 


1^  ^ 


heart  Would  to  thee  its  grief  im-part,  When 
heart  Would  to  thee  its  grief  im-  part.  When 
lief.  Yield  -  ing    to  these  words  be-  lief ;  I 


I 
I 

shall 


age  lose, 
age  lose, 
a  -  gain. 


Can  I,  ah,  can  I  e'er  know  re-pose. 
Can  I,  ah,  can  I  e'er  know  re-pose 
Though     to  -  day  we  part  a-  gain. 


Can  I,  ah,  can  I  e'er  know  re  -  pose  ? 
Can  I,  ah,  can  I  e'er  know  re  -  pose  ? 
Though  to    -    day  .  .   we  part    a  -  gain. 


every  little  molecule  makes  back  and  forth  in  deliv- 
ering up  its  motion  and  coming  to  rest.  Every  note 
corresponds  to  a  fixed  rate  of  vibration,  and  harmony 
Id  due  to  the  existence  of  a  simple  ratio  between  the 
rates  of  vibration  of  the  two  notes  struck  simultane- 
ously. The  ratio  of  the  octave  is  \,  of  the  fifth  is  I, 
of  the  fourth  *,  of  the  third  ^,  and  of  the  minor  third 
5 ;  that  is  to  say,  the  number  of  vibrations  of  the  high- 
er note  in  the  chord  corresponds  with  the  numerator 
erf  tiie  fraction,  and  of  the  lower  note  with  its  denom- 


inator. When  the  ratio  becomes  more  complex  than 
^  the  combination  is  unpleasant  to  the  human  ear,  as 
well  as  to  some  animals,  and  is  called  discordant. 

Under  the  influence  of  music  we  are  all  deluded 
in  some  way.  We  imagine  that  the  performers  must 
dwell  in  the  regions  to  which  they  lift  their  hearers. 
We  are  reluctant  to  admit  that  a  man  may  blow  the 
most  soul-animating  strains  from  his  trumpet  and  yet 
be  a  coward ;  or  melt  an  audience  to  tears  with  hi* 
violin,  and  yet  be  a  heartless  profligate. — Hilliard. 
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The  words  of  Hail  Columbia  were  written  by  Joseph 
Hopkinson  in  Philadelphia,  in  1798,  for  the  President's 
March,  then  a  very  popular  air.  The  Star  Spangled 
Banner  was  written  in  Baltimore  in  18 14  by  Francis 
Scott  Key,  and  adapted  to  an  old  French  air  long  known 
in  England  as  "Anacreon  in  Heaven,"  and  later  in 
America  as  "Adams  and  Liberty."  My  Country,  tis  of 
Thee,  written  in  Boston  in  1832  by  Samuel  F.  Smith, 


was  set  by  Lowell  Mason  to  the  music  of  the  old  tune 
God  Save  the  Queen.  The  words  of  Flag  of  the  Free, 
here  given,  go  well  to  the  Wedding  March  in  Lohen- 
grin. There  is  always  room  for  a  new  song  that  has  in  it 
anything  to  suggest  the  thought  of  country,  to  stir  pride 
in  the  flag,  to  quicken  the  patriotic  heart-beat.  This 
music  is  distinctive  in  character  and  known  throughout 
the  world,  and  the  song  is  already  sung  very  widely. 


J.  P.  McCaskey. 
March  from  Lohengrin. 


FLAG  OF  THE  FREE. 

Steady  Time.  ffi      i        1%      W  i 


1.  Flag  of  the  Free!   fair -est  to  see!  Borne  thro' the  strife  and  the  thunder  of  war,  Ban- 

2.  Flag  of  the  Free !    all  turn  to  thee, — Golden  thy  stars  in  the  blue  of  their  sky !  Flag 

3.  Flag  of  the  brave,  long  may  it  wave  !   Chosen  of  God  while  His  might  we  a  -  dore,  High 


ner  so 
of  the 
in  the 


Cho. — Flag  of  the  Free,    all  hail  to  thee  I 


Floating  the 


fair  -  est  on   o  -  cean  or  shore,While  thro'  the 


Fine. 


bright  with  star  -  ry  light, 
brave !  foes  let  them  rave,- 
van,  for  manhood  of  man, 


Float  ev  -  er  proudly  from  mountain  to  shore. 
-Crimson  thy  bars  floating  gai  -  ly   on  high ! 
Symbol  of  Right  thro'  the  years  passing  o'er; 


\_Final  ending. 


-tm-l       \  im-'.-m- 

-1    ^  g= 

sky     loud  rings  the  cry,   "  Un  -  ion  and  Lib  -  er  -  ty    [  Omit  ]  one  ev  -  er  -  more ! " 


Sa  -  ges  of   old    thy    com  -  ing  fore-saw,  Em  -  pire  of  jus  -  tice,  em  -  pire    of    law ; 

Splendid  thy  sto  -  ry,  might  -  y    to  save.  Matchless  thy  beau  -  ty  on    land   or  wave, 

Flower  of  the   a  -  ges,  promised  of  yore,  Flower  of  the   a  -  ges,  fade   nev  -  er  -  more ! 
I       >  ^ 


I  '  ^      I  '  —  "I 

Flag  of  our  fa  -  thers !  round  all  the  world  Blest  of  the  millions  wher-ev  -  er  un  -  furled; 
Heroes  have  borne  thee  a-loft     in   the      fray,  Foemen  who  scorned  thee  have  all  passed  a- way; 

Emblem  of  Free  -  dom,  "Ma  -  ny   in  One,"  O'er  thee  thine  ea  -  gle,       bird  of  the  sun; 


m 


r- 


B.C. for  Chorus. 


l>  N     I         ^»    L  B.L. for  Chorus. 


■  I  I  >  ^ 

Ter  -  ror  to   ty  -  rants,  hope    to  the  slave,  Spread  thy  fair  folds  to     shield  and  to  save, 

Pride  of  our  coun- try,  hon  -  ored  a  -  far,  Scatter  each  cloud  that  would  dim  but  a  star, 

All  hail, "Old  Glory !" hearts  leap  to  see    How  from  the  nations  the  world  looks  to  thee. 
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FLAG  OF  THE  FREE  COLLECTION. 


Star-Spangled  Banner. — This  beautiful  and  pa- 
triotic national  song  was  composed  by  Francis  Scott 
Key,  of  Baltimore,  at  the  time  of  the  bombardment 
of  Fort  McHenry,  in  1 8 14,  when  that  stronghold  was 
successfully  defended  from  the  attack  of  the  British 
fleet.  "  The  scene  which  he  describes,"  says  Chief 
Justice  Taney,  "and  the  warm  spirit  of  patriotism 
which  breathes  in  the  song,  were  not  the  offspring  of 
mere  fancy  ©r  poetic  imagination.  He  tells  us  what 
he  actually  saw,  what  he  felt  while  witnessing  the 
conflict,  and  what  he  felt  when  the  battle  was  over 
and  the  victory  won  by  his  countrymen.  Every  word 
came  warm  from  his  heart,  and  for  that  reason,  even 
more  than  from  its  poetical  merit,  it  never  fails  to 
find  a  response  in  the  hearts  of  those  who  hear  it." 
By  authority  of  President  Madison,  Mr.  Key  had 


gone  to  the  British  fleet  under  a  flag  of  tmccjto  se- 
cure the  release  of  his  friend,  Dr.  Beanes,  wiS  had 
been  captured  by  the  enemy  and  was  detained  oa 
board  the  flagship,  on  the  charge  of  violating  his 
parole.  He  met  General  Ross  and  Admirals  Cock- 
'burn  and  Cochrane,  and  with  difficulty  secured  from 
them  a  promise  of  the  gentleman's  release,  but  was 
at  the  same  time  informed  that  they  would  not  be 
permitted  to  leave  the  fleet  until  after  the  proposed 
attack  on  Fort  McHenry,  which  the  admiral  boasted 
he  would  carry  in  a  few  hours.  The  ship  on  which 
himself,  his  friend  and  the  commissioner  who  accom- 
panied the  flag  of  truce,  were  detained,  came  up  the 
bay  and  was  anchored  at  the  mouth  of  the  Patapsco, 
within  full  view  of  Fort  McHenry.  They  watched 
the  flag  of  the  fort  through  the  entire  day  with  an 


THE  MILLER  OF  THE  DEE. 


Chas.  Mackay. 


1 .  There  dwelt  a  mil  •  ler,  hale  and  bold,  Be  -  side  the  riv  -  er     Dee ; 

2.  "Thou'rt  wrong,  my  friend !"  said  old  king  Hal,  "As  wrong  as  wrong  can  be 

3.  The    mil-ler  smiled  and  doffed  his  cap :  "I   earn   my  bread,"  quoth  he; 

4.  "Goodfriend,"  said  Hal,  andsighed  the  while,"Farewell !  and  happy  be; 


He  wrought  and  sang  from 
;  For  could  my  heart  be 
"1    love   my  wife,  I 
But  say   no  more,  if 


morn  till  night,  No  lark  more  blithe  than  he ; 
light  as  thine,  I'd  glad  -  ly  change  with  thee, 
love  my  friend,  I  love  my  chil  -  dren  three, 
thou' dst  be  true,  That  no   one  en  -  vies  thee; 

I 


And  this 
And  tell 
I  owe 
Thy  mea 

K  I 


he  bur 
me  now 
no  one 
ly  cap 

K  I 


-  den  of     his  song  For 
what  makes  thee  sing  With 
I   can  -  not  pay,  I 
is  worth  my  crown;  Thy 


ev  -  er  used  to  be, 
voice  so  loud  and  free 
thank  the  riv  -  er  Dee, 
mill  my  kingdom's  fee ! 


"1     en  -  vy   no    one — no,  not   I!  And  no    one  en -vies  me! 
While  I   am  sad,  though  I'm  the  King,  Be  -  side  the  riv -er  Dee?'* 
That  turns  the  mill  that  grinds  the  corn  To   feed  my  babes  and  me  ! " 
Such  men  as  thou  are  England's  boast.  Oh,  mil  -  ler  of    the  Dee" 

I 


anxiety  that  can  better  be  felt  than  described,  until 
night  prevented  them  from  seeing  it.  During  the 
night  they  remained  on  deck,  noting  every  shell  from 
the  moment  it  was  fired  until  it  fell.  While  the  bom- 
bardment continued,  it  was  evidence  that  the  fort  had 
not  surrendered,  but  it  suddenly  ceased  some  time 
before  day,  and,  as  they  had  no  communication  with 
any  of  the  enemy's  ships,  they  did  not  know  whether 
the  fort  had  surrendered  or  the  attack  been  abandoned. 
They  paced  the  deck  for  the  rest  of  the  night  in  pain- 
ful suspense,  watching  with  intense  anxiety  for  the 
return  of  the  day.  As  soon  as  it  dawned,  their  glasses 
were  turned  to  the  fort,  and,  with  a  thrill  of  delight, 
they  saw  that  "our  flag  was  still  there  !"  The  song 
was  begun  on  the  deck  of  the  vessel,  in  the  fervor  of 
Ihe  moment  when  he  fiaw  the  enemy  hastily  retreating 


to  their  ships,  and  looked  upon  the  proud  flag  he  had 
watched  for  so  anxiously  as  the  morning  opened.  He 
had  written,  on  the  back  of  a  letter,  some  lines,  or 
brief  notes  that  would  aid  him  in  recalling  them,  and 
for  some  of  the  lines  as  he  proceeded  he  had  to  rely 
on  his  memory.  He  finished  it  in  the  boat  on  his 
way  to  the  shore,  and  wrote  it  out  as  it  now  stands 
immediately  upon  reaching  Baltimore.  In  an  hour 
after  it  was  placed  in  the  hands  of  the  printer,  it  was  on 
the  streets  hailed  with  enthusiasm,  and  at  once  took  its 
place  as  a  national  song.  The  music  of  the  Star  Span- 
gled Banner,  to  which  it  was  at  once  adapted,  is  an 
old  French  air,  long  known  in  England  as"  Anacreon," 
and  afterwards  in  America  as  "Adams  and  Liberty.'* 
Mr.  Key  died  in  1846.  At  San  Francisco,  a  monu- 
ment costing  ;J  150,00x3  has  been  erected  to  his  memory. 
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STAR-SPANGLED  BANNER. 

Solo  or  Quartette. 


Francis  Scott  Key.  1814. 


li 


1.  Oh,      say,  can  you  see,    by  the   dawn's  early   light,  What  so    proudly  we  hail'd  at  the 

2.  On  the  shore  dim-ly  seen  thro' the  mists  of  the  deep,  "Where  the  foe's  haughty  host   in  dread 

3.  And  where  is  that  band  who  so    vauntingly   swore,  That  the  hav  -  oc   of  war  and  the 

4.  Oh,     thus  be    it      ev  -  er  when  freeman  shall  stand  Be-tween  their   loved  home  and  wild 


h 

K  K 
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twilight's  last  gleaming, Whose  broad  stripes  and  bright  stars,  thro'  the  perilous  fight,  O'er  the  ramparts  we 
si  -  lence  re  -  pos -es.  What    is     that  which  the  breeze,  o'er  the  tower-ing  steep,  As    it     fit  -  ful- ly 
bat  -  tie's  con-fu-sion,  A     .    .  home  and  a  country  should  leave  us  no  more  ?  Their  blood  has  wash'd 
war's    des  -  o-lation ;  Blest  with  vict'ry  and  peace,  may  the  heav'n-rescued  land  Praise  the  pow'r  that  hath 


m 


^  I  I  J.J  J 


'  .1- 

watch'd,  were  so   gal-lant-ly  streaming?  And  the  rockets' red  glare,  the  bombs  bursting  in   air,  Gave 
blows,  half  conceals,  half  dis- clos- es  ?  Now  it   catches  the  gleam  of  the  morning's  first  beam,  In  full 
out       their  foul  footsteps' pol- lu-tion.  No  re-fuge  could  save   the     hireling  and  slave  From  the 

made     and  preserv'd  us   a     nation !  Then      conquer  we  must,  when  our  cause  it  is  just,  And 

I    i  \. 


•p-  ^  -r 


t=t: 


^    Chorus,  -ff 
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proof  thro'  the  night  that  our  flag  was 
glo  -  ry  re  -  fleet  -  ed,  now  shines  on 
ter  -  ror  of  flight  or  the  gloom  of 
this     be  our  mot  -  to :  "  In  God  is 


still  there.    Oh,  .  . 

the  stream ;  'Tis  the 
the  grave  :  And  the 
our  trust !"  And  the 


r 

say,  does  that 
star-span  -  gled 
star-span  -  gled 
star-span  -  gled 


star-  span  -  gled 
ban  -  ner :  oh, 
ban  -  ner  in 
ban  -  ner  in 
>     >  r=- 


3^ 


ban  -  ner  yet 

long     may  it 

tri   -   umph  doth 

tri   -    umph  shall 


I  ^ 

wave 

wave 
wave 
wave 


er  the  land    of  the     free    and  the  home   of  the  brave. 


K  N 


i 
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FLAG  OF  THE  FREE  COLLECTION. 


Early  Steps.— There  will  be  found  in  all  dis- 
tricts, some  persons  not  friendly  to  instruction  in 
music  in  the  schools,  and  one  or  more  that  are  bitter- 
ly opposed  to  it.  These  persons  should  be  handled 
"with  gloves;  reasoned  with  and  persuaded.  As 
among  bad  boys,  if  one  is  won  to  the  teacher's  cause, 
he  will  do  much  toward  making  the  others  behave; 
so  by  making  an  ally  of  one  of  the  original  oppo- 
nents of  music,  the  others  may  be  weakened  in  their 
opposition.  At  any  rate,  let  not  the  teacher  who 
loves  music  and  desires  to  have  its  refining  influence 


in  his  school — ^let  not  such  be  afraid  to  approach  the 
enemies  of  musical  instruction,  whether  the  hostility 
has  its  origin  in  penuriousness  or  prejudice.  The 
blacksmith  instructs  his  apprentice  to  keep  close  to 
the  horse  to  avoid  being  hurt  in  the  event  of  an  acci- 
dent. It  will  surely  be  not  denied  that  if  tact  and 
persuasion  are  the  only  instruments,  "the  end  justi- 
fies the  means."  Begin  by  getting  an  opinion  in 
favor  of  music  from  the  patrons ;  proceed  by  getting 
a  similar  opinion  from  the  school.  When  singing 
has  been  introduced,  make  it  as  general  as  possible. 


FAR  AWAY. 


M.  LiNDS/ 


1.  "Where  is   now     the    mer  -  ry  par  -  ty,       I      remem   -  ber  long  a  -  go;  Laughing 

2.  Some  have  gone    to    lands  far   dis  -  tant.    And  with  strangers  made  their  home ;  Some  up- 

3.  There  are  still,    some  few    re  -  main  -  ing,   Who    remind      us     of    the  past,   But  they 


the  Christmas  fire-side,  Brighten'd  by  its  rud  -  dy  glow  : 
the  world  of  wa  -  ters  All  their  lives  are  forced  to  roam ; 
as  all  things  change  here.  Nothing  in  this  world  can  last ; 


in  summer's  balm  -  y 
Some  are  gone  from  us  for- 
Years  roll  on  and  pass  for- 


eve 
ev 
ev 


nings,  In  the  field  up  -  on  the  hay  ?  They  have  all  dispers'd,  and  wander'd  Far  a- 
er.     Longer  here  they  might  not  stay, —  They  have  reached  a  fair  -  er   re  -  gion   Far  a- 


-W — P — f  i  — lar- 

-r  -r*  -r 

H  

r -r -r. 

1/                >  ^ 

r 

«  fe  k 

^    f-  \^ — ^  - 

way, 
way, 
way. 


.  .far  a  -  way,  They  have  all  dispers'd,  and  wander'd  Far  a  -  way,  far  a  -  way. 
.  .  far  a  -  way.  They  have  reached  a  fairer  re  -  gion  Far  a  -  way,  far  a  -  way. 
.  .far  a  -  way.  Ere  this  clos  -  es  ma- ny  may    be  Far  a  -  way,      far    a  -  way. 


but,  should  a  pupil  desire  not  to  sing  (make  it  im- 
possible for  him  to  refuse),  let  him  be  excused  on 
apparently  good  grounds.  Let  not  boys  from  twelve 
to  sixteen  be  urged  to  sing.  If  their  voices  are 
rough,  or  breaking,  advise  them  not  to  sing;  and  if 
pupils  cannot  sing  in  tune,  do  not  permit  them  to 
sing — at  least,  not  with  the  more  tuneful  children. 
Children  with  chronic  sore-throat,  or  bad  colds,  and 
young  ladies  who  say  it  tires  them,  should  not  be 
urged  to  sing,  since  great  care  should  be  taken  of  the 
voices  of  children.    What  children  shaU  study  is 


not  generally  in  the  power  of  the  teacher  to  decide, 
the  directors  usually  claiming  that  authority.  Let 
music  be  treated  in  the  same  manner.  Give  all  a 
chance  to  join  in  the  exercise,  but  because  a  few  re- 
fuse to  take  part,  do  not  give  up  in  despair.  To 
bring  about  the  introduction  of  music,  do  not  call  a 
town-meeting.  Such  a  course  gives  rise  to  a  division 
of  opinion  and  argument  contrary  to  the  movement 
on  foot,  and  when  a  person  has  once  taken  a  stand 
publicly  on  a  measure,  he  seldom  leaves  the  position 
chosen.  Look,  therefore,  to  early  steps. — Blackman. 


FA  VORITE  SONGS  AND  HYMNS. 
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TWICKENHAM  FERRY. 


i 


Thho.  Marzials.  Carl  Matz  Arr 


Sir 


Not  too  fast. 

1 .  O  -  hoi  -  yeho,  Hoyeho, Who's  for  the  ferry  ?  The  briar's  in  the  bud,  and  the  sun's  going  down,  And  I'll 

2.  O  -  hoi  -  ye-ho,  Hoyeho,  "I'm  for  the  ferry,  The  briar's  in  the  bud,  and  the  sun's  going  down,  And  it's 

3.  Ohoiyeho,  Ho !  you're  too  late  for  the  ferry,  The  briar's  in  the  bud,  and  the  sun's  going  down,  And  he's 


^         1/  b 

row  ye  so  quick,  and  I'll  row  ye   so   steady.  And 'tis  but  a    penny  to  Twickenham  town.  The 
late   as  it   is,   and  I    have-n't    a    penny,  And  how  shall  I  get  me  to  Twickenham  town  ?"She'd 
not  rowing  quick  and  he's  not  rowing  steady, You'd  think  'twas  a  journey  to  Twickenham  town.  "O  - 

^  ^ 


«5 


ferryman's  slim  and  he  ferryman's  young.  And  he's  just  a  soft  twang  in  the  turn  of  his  tongue,  And  he's 
a  rose  in  her  bonnet,  and  oh  !  she  look'd  sweet  As  the  little  pink  flower  that  grows  in  the  wheat.  With  her 
hoi,  and  O  -  ho,"  you  may  call  as  you  will.  The  moon  is  a-ris  -  ing     on      Petersham  Hill.  And  with 


fresh  as  a  pip  -  pin  and  brown  as  a  berry.  And     'tis  but  a  pen  -  ny  to  Twick  -  en  -  ham  town, 
cheeks  like  a  rose  and  her  lips  like  a  cherry,  "And  sure  and  you're  welcome  to  Twickenham  town." 
love  like  a  rose  in  the  stern  of  the  wherry,  There's  danger  in  cross-ing  to  Twick- en- ham  town. 


Chorus.  V  ^  N         V    X  I 


The  ferryman's  slim,  and  the  ferryman's  young,  and  he'sjust  a  soft  twang  in  the  turn  of  his  tongue;  And  he's 

[  fresh  as  a  pippin,  and 

4^ 


V  V  ^  V 


CODA.  After  last  verse. 


rail. 


U  U 

brown  as  a  berry.  And 'tis  but  a  penny  to  Twickenham  town.  Ohoiyeho,  Hoyeho,  Ho-  ye-ho,  Hoi 


lO 


FLAG  OF  THE  FREE  COLLECTION. 


Character — True  character  acts  rightly  whether 
in  secret  or  in  the  sight  of  men.  That  boy  was  well 
fa-ained  who,  when  asked  why  he  did  not  put  some 
pears  into  his  pocket,  for  no  one  was  there  to  see  him, 
replied,  "  Yes,  I  was  there;  and  I  don't  ever  intend  to 
see  myself  do  a  dishonest  thing!"  This  is  a  simple 
illustration  of  principle,  or  conscience,  dominating  in 
the  character,  and  exercising  a  protectorate  over  it; 


not  merely  a  passive  influence,  but  an  active  power 
regulating  the  life.  Such  a  principle  goes  on  mould- 
ing the  character  hourly  and  daily,  growing  with  a 
force  that  operates  every  moment.  Without  this  dom- 
inating influence,  character  has  no  psotection,  but  is  con- 
stantly liable  to  fall  away  before  temptation;  and  every 
such  temptation  succumbed  to,  every  act  of  meanness, 
or  dishonesty,  however  slight,  causes  self-degradation.. 


I'M  A  SHEPHERD  OF  THE  VALLEY. 


German  Song. 


-m—m- 


m 


1.  I'm     a    shep-herd  of  the    val  -  ley, 

2.  In     the  fresh  and  dew-y  morn-ing, 

3.  Free  from   en  -  vy    ev  -  er     liv  -  ing, 

P=P~— ^  «_r^ 


La  la  la  la  la,  La 
La  la  la  la  la,  La 
La     la     la      la    la.  La 


U  5  I 

la    la  la  la; 

la    la  la  la; 

la    la  la  la; 


A  


9-  ^ 


"With  my  sheep  I  wan  -  der  dai  -  ly.  La 
When  the  first  gray  light  is  dawn  -  ing,  La 
Nev  -  er  with     a   broth  -  er  striv  -  ing.  La 


la  la  la  la,  La  la  la  la  la; 
la  la  la  la.  La  la  la  la  la; 
la     la     la     la,     La     la     la     la  la; 


Where  the  ten  -  der  grass  is  grow 
Wak  -  ing  from  my  peace  -  ful  slum 
Though  the  shep  -  herd's  lot     be  low 


ing, 
ber, 

ly. 


Where  the   laugh  -  ing    wa  -  ters  play ; 

Loud  re  -  sounds  my  cheer  -  ful  song ; 
Yet      con  -  tent       I     well  may       be ; 

-jg-'  -jg-  ^    ^    ^  ^ 


Where  the  ver  -  nal  winds  are  blow  -  ing, 
Up  the  moun-tain  then  I  clam  -  ber, 
If      my  store      in -crease  but  slow  -  ly. 


I 

With  my  flock 
With  my  sheep, 
Ev'  -  ry  day 


\^  \^ 

I  love    to  stray, 

a  hap  -  py  throng, 

has  joys  for  me. 


La  la  la  la  la.  La  la  la 
La  la  la  la  la.  La  la  la 
La    la     la      la    la,      La    la  la 


la 
la 
la 


la.  With  my  flock 
la,  With  my  sheep, 
la,  Ev'  -  ry  day 


I   love    to  stray, 
a    hap  -  py  throng, 
has  joys  for  me. 


FA  VORITE  SONGS  AND  HYMNS. 


COLUMBIA,  GEM  OF  THE  OCEAN. 


D.  T.  Shaw. 


1^ 


1.  Oh,  Co  -  lum-bia,  the  gem  of  the   ocean,  The  home  of  the  brave  and  the    free.  The 

2.  When  war  wing'd  its  wide  des-o  -  la-tion,  And  threaten'd  the  land  to   de  -  form,  The 

3.  The       star-spangled  banner  bring  hither.  O'er  Columbia's  true  sons  let  it  wave ;  May  the 


ipzzp: 


r  r  r  rr 


1 — 


shrine  of  each  pa-triot's  de  -  vo-tion, 
ark  then  of  freedom's  foun  -  da-tion, 
wreaths  they  have  won  nev-  er  wither, 


A      world  of-fers  hpm-age  to  thee.  Thy 
Co   -   lum-bia,  rode  safe  thro' the  storm:  With  the 
lior  its  stars  cease  to  shine  on   the  brave.  May  the 


Mi 


:r— -r-r- 


mandates  make  he  -  roes  as  -  sem-ble, 
garlands  of  vie  -  fry  a-round  her, 
ser  -  vice  u  -  ni  •  ted  ne'er  sev-er, 


When   Lib  -  er-ty's  form  stands  in  view ;  Thy 
When  so  proudly  she  bore  her  brave  crew,  With  her 
But     hold  to  their  colors      so  true;  The 


ipizip: 


-w^-l  ^-z± 


banners  make  tyr  -  an  -  ny  tremble, 
flag  proudly  float- ing  be  -  fore  her, 
ar  -  my  and  na  -  vy  for  -  ev  -  er, 


.When  borne  by  the  red,  white  and  blue. 
The  boast  of  the  red,  white  and  blue. 
Three  cheers  for  the  red,  white  and  blue. 


When 

The 

Three 


borne  by  the  red,  white  and  blue, 
boast  of  the  red,  white  and  blue, 
cheers  for  the  red,  white  and  blue. 


When  borne  by  the  red,  white  and  blue.  Thy 
The    boast  of  the  red,  white  and  blue.     With  her 
Three  cheers  for  the  red,  white  and  blue.  The 


r  s  p 


banners  make  tyr  -  an  -  ny  tremble, 
flag  proud-ly  floating  be  •  fore  her, 
ar  -  my    and    na  -  vy    for  -  ev  -  er. 


When  borne  by  the  red,  white  and  blue. 
The  boast  of  the  red,  white  and  blue. 
Three  cheers  for  the  red,  white  and  blueo 


r  r  r.  \ 
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FLAG  OF  THE  FREE  COLLECTION. 


Influence  of  Music. — Man  is  as  much  a  child 
of  the  beautiful  as  he  is  of  wisdom  or  genius,  Na- 
ture never  drives  us  if  she  can  avoid  it;  she  prefers 
to  allure  us.  She  makes  all  things  charming.  She 
paints  the  fields  and  the  woods  that  we  may  go  to 
them,  led  by  affection.  She  makes  the  face  of  youth 
l^eautiful,  throws  color  on  the  cheek,  and  makes  the 
lines  of  smiles  and  laughter  come  and  go,  and  she 
sends  the  soul  into  the  eyes,  that  young  years  may 
build  up  everlasting  frienship.    Yielding  to  his  Di- 


rine  Master's  guidance,  man  follows  the  beautiful, 
and  to  the  idea  of  home  or  temple  or  garden  or  city, 
he  comes  with  both  hands  full  of  /jrnament.  He 
claims  for  his  house  and  his  dress  what  God  gives 
to  the  peach,  or  the  leaf,  or  the  rose.  In  this  deep 
philosophy  music  comes  as  the  decoration  of  a 
thought.  Man  submits  his  truths  to  several  steps 
of  this  ennobling  work.  He  found  them  in  prose 
and  he  asks  Milton  or  Dante,  or  Tennyson  or  Long- 
fellow to  frame  them  into  poetry,  but  not  yet  satisfied 


I'VE  BEEN  ROAMING. 

1^^-^  


Chas.  E.  Horn. 


i 


Lively. 

1.  I've  been 

2.  I've 
3-  I've 
4,  I've 


been 
been 
been 


roam  -  ing,  I've  been  roam  -  ing  Where  the  mea  -  dow  dew  is 

roam  -  ing,  I've  been  roam -ing    By    the  rose   and    lil  -  y 

roam -ing,  I've  been  roam -ing  Where  the  hon  -  ey  -  sue  -  kle 

roam  -  ing,  I've  been  roam -ing     O  -  ver  hill    and    o  -  ver 


sweet; 
fair; 
creeps; 
plain ; 


— !  ^-^  \ 


IS-js — K — IV 


9=t 


-iL- 

And   I'm  com  -  ing,  and   I'm   com  -  ing  With    its  pearls  up  -  on  my 

And   I'm  com  -  ing,  and   I'm   com  -  ing  With  their  blos-soms  in  my 

And   I'm  com  -  ing,  and  I'm   com  -  ing  With     its  greet  -  ing    on  my 

And   I'm  com  -  ing,  and  I'm   com  -  ing    To     my  bow  •  er    back  a  - 


feet, 
hair 
lips, 
gain 

I 


I've  been 
O  -  ver 


■S  ^- 


9=t 


^9 


roam 
(4)  hill. 


ing, 
and 


I've 
o 


been 
ver 


1/ 

roam  -  ing 
plain, 


Where 
To 


the 
my 


mea 
bow 


dow 
er 


dew 
back 


sweet, 
gain, 


5=i 


And  I'm  com  -  lag,  and  I'm  com  -  ing  With  its  pearls  up  -  on  my  feet. 
(4)  And    I'm   com  -  ing,    and    I'm    com  -  ing     To     my  bow  -  er     back    a  -  gain. 

h      ^      N  ^ 


he  takes  the  thought  to  the  great  musician  and  asks 
Mozart  or  Weber  or  Schubert  to  pour  still  more 
color  on  the  blessed  thought.  It  was  not  enough 
for  the  Greeks  that  some  of  their  truth  took  the 
poetic  form  of  the  drama,  it  must  also  be  sung  on 
the  stage,  so  that  between  the  uplifted  hands  of  both 
Poetry  and  Music  all  might  see  how  sorrowful  was 
OEdipus  or  how  sweet  Antigone.  Thus  all  through 
its  history,  music  has  ever  been  the  final  decoration 


of  a  sentiment.  Poetry  has  done  much  when  it  has 
gathered  up  some  of  the  pensive  meditations  of 
man  when  he  draws  near  his  long  home  and  has 
called  this  rhythmical  arrangement  a  poem.  Even 
read  to  us,  its  flow  of  harmonious  feet  Is  impressive; 
but  when  Mozart  goes  further,  and  wreathes  those 
words  with  his  composition  into  a  requiem,  then  is 
the  cup  of  our  realization  full,  and  all  the  pomp  and 
splendor  of  earth  sink  hke  the  summer  inn —Swing. 


FA  VORITE  SONGS  AND  HYMNS. 
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COME  TO  THE  OLD  OAK-TREE. 

f^JtJ^  -J  


i!j±-^|-g}=g=:j=i^ 


English. 


1.  Come  to  the    old      oak  -  tree, 

2.  Spring,  with  its    ear  -   ly  leaves, 


By    the    light  of   the     pale  moon's  glance ;  O 
And  the    Sum -mer, with    all       its     flowers,  Here 


come  with  a  foot  -  step  free, — 
Art     in    her     beau  -  ty  weaves- 


And  join  in  the  gyp  -  sies'  dance. 
Bright  wreaths  in    fair    Na  -  ture's  bowers. 


1^ 


Chorus 

^ 


Come  to    the    old    oak  -  tree,     By    the  light  of  the  pale  moon's  glance,  Oh,  come  with  a 


1^1  ^ 

foot -step  free,       And  join  in  the  gyp-sies' dance.  Then  come  to  the  old  oak-tree.     By  the 


^  ^ 


5 


light  of  the  pale  moon's  glance,  Oh,  come  with  a  foot  -  step  free.       And  join  in    the  gyp-sies' 


1  I 

dance ;  Then  dance,     then  dance        where   the      light  -  est       of  light    feet     dance  I 


14 


FLAG  OF  THE  FREE  COLLECTION. 


The  beautiful  custom  of  decorating  the  graves  of 
the  soldiers  should  have  its  lessons  for  the  schools. 
Decoration  day  committees  may  secure  an  ample 
supply  of  bouquets  if  they  will  adopt  the  plan  of 
certain  Grand  Army  Posts  in  the  larger  cities.  In- 
stead of  requesting  donations  of  flowers  from  the 
citizens  at  large,  all  the  schools  of  the  village,  town, 
or  city,  may  be  enlisted  in  the  good  work  of  pro- 
viding them,  representatives  of  the  committees  vis- 
iting the  various  schools  some  days  before  the  flowers 
are  wanted,  and  speaking  of  the  propriety  of  the 
children's  doing  what  they  can  to  furnish  them. 
The  boys  and  girls  will  at  once  be  interested.  The 
bouquets  may  be  brought  to  the  schools  on  the  after- 
noon preceding  Decoration  Day,  to  be  called  for  by 


local  committees.  Thousands  of  bouquets  may  thus 
be  obtained.  The  entire  locality  is  laid  under  contri- 
bution for  flowers,  and  in  the  most  effective  way 
possible.  The  children — each  boy  or  girl — has  done 
something,  or  has  decided  that  he  or  she  can  do 
nothing,  for  the  observance  of  the  day — and  thus  has 
come  into  personal  contact  with  the  thought  of 
gratitude  due,  and  honor  paid,  to  the  patriotic  dead. 
The  teachers  call  the  attention  of  their  schools  to  the 
meaning  of  the  day,  under  circumstances  most  favor- 
able to  producing  a  lasting  impression.  The  story  of 
the  war  is  retold ;  the  meaning  of  the  great  struggle 
is  taught  as  the  lesson  of  the  hour ;  and  in  every  way 
the  result  is  profitable  to  all.  "  What  we  would 
have  in  the  community  we  must  put  into  the  schools." 


FLOWERS  FOR  THE  BRAVE. 

Andantino. 


E.  W.  Chapman. 
Bellini.   "  Norma. 


-) — I — I, 


Once  a  -  gain 
But  these  brave 
Swords  no  more 
Swift-ly  now 


the  flowers  we  gath  -  er 
men  now  are  sleeping 
are  bright-ly  flashing, 
the  years  are  roU-ing, 


On  these  sa -  cred  mounds  to  lay; 
"While  their  deeds  in  memo -ry  live, 
Foes  no  more  our  land  mo  -  lest; 
While  the  hon  -  or   and      the  fame 


O'er  the 
And  the 
Slumb'ring 
Of  the 


tombs  of  fall -en    he -roes  Float  the 

trib-ute  we  are   bringing  'Tis  the 

in     the  green-clad  val- ley.  Low  and 

val  -  iant  brave  in  -  creas-es,  And  more 


stars  and  stripes  to  -  day. 
na  -  tion'sjoy  to  give, 
peace-ful    is     their  rest, 
dear  each  no  -  ble  name. 


From  the  mountain,  hill,  and 
Bring  we  here  the  gold  and 
Earth  to  them  was  full  of 
Bring  the  flow'rs  the  grave  to 


ipizpc 


t=t==t: 


1—1 — I — r 


1/  > 


val  -  ley.  Is  -  sued  forth  a  no  -  ble   throng ,  With  he  -  ro     -     ic  val  -  or  fight  -  ing  Till  was 

pur-ple.  Scarlet,  blue,  and  lil  -  y       white,  Tas-sels  from     the  sil  -  ver  birch  -  es  And  the 

promise,  Homeandfriendsandlife  were  dear,  But  when  loud    the  war-cry  ech  -  oed,  Quick  the 

garland,  Let    the  sweetest  mu-sic       rise.   Let  the  stars    and  stripes  be  wav  -  ing,  O'er  their 


heard  the 
tu  -  lips 
an  -  swer, 
gen'rous 


gay 

'We 


III  I 

tor's  song.  With  he  -  ro  -  ic  val  -  or  fighting  Till  was  heard  the  vic-tor's  song, 
and  bright.  Tas  -  sels  from  the  sil -ver  birches  And  the  tu  -  lips  gay  and  bright, 
are  here."  But  when  loud  the  war-cry  echoed,  Quickthe  answer,  "We  are  here." 
ri   -   fice.  Let  the  stars  and  stripes  be  waving  O'er  their  gen'rous  sac- ri  -  fice. 


m 


VI — r 


FA  VORITE  SONGS  AND  HYMNS. 

MONARCH  OF  THE  WOODS. 


15 


J.  W.  Cherry. 


p  J 1^  1^     I     -  -  ^  ^  _ 

1 .  Behold  the  monarch  of  the  woods !  The  mighty  old  oak  tree ;  He  braves  the  ra^nj^nhe 

2.  How  oft  the  monarch  of  the  woods,  Upon  a  summer's  day,  Has  seen  the  ^erfy  childJen 

-m-m —  ^- 


r  ^^--l-r-l  .»>-Hi_=,-^ 


Storm,  On  land  or  roll-ing  sea;  He  waves  his  branches  deck'd  with  green,  In  summer's  Jlden 
sport,    And  'neath  tts  shadow  play ;  From  youth  to  manhood  they  springlp,  AnS  dd  aTe  comes  a" 


Time,  the  conqueror  of  all, 
stronger  grows  the  mighty  tree 


— H^-rf— «:  


fn    hale  '  ^^^^^       ^^^^y  will  he 

m    hale   and  heart  -  y  prime,  And  stands  the  monarch  of  the 


Chorus  ad  lib 

=1: 


stand  When  a 
woods,   De   -  fy 


ges  have  gone  by. 
ing  age   and  time. 


P 


Green  and  heart -y,  green  and  heart  -  y, 
Stands   the  mon- arch   of     the  woods,  the 


P    ^    rall.ff  ^ 

-A  V 


heart -y  will  he  stand.  When  a  -  ges  have  gone  by 
mon-arch  01  the  woods,  De  -  fy  -  ing  age  Ind  time,' 


When  a 
De  -  fy 


ges  have  gone  by. 
ing  age   and  time. 


i6 


FLAG  OF  THE  FREE  COLLECTION. 


Care  of  the  Voice. — Mr.  Eichberg,  Supervisor 
of  Music  in  the  public  schools  of  Boston,  gives  the 
follovk^ing  caution,  vi^hich  is  well  worth  heeding. 
He  says:  The  age  of  most  of  the  pupils  in  the 
high  schools  renders  extreme  caution  in  the  treat- 
ment of  their  voices  a  duty  and  a  sacred  obligation. 
The  common  belief  that  boys'  voices  alone  require 
especial  care  during  the  period  of  transition  has  led 
to  much  loss  of  voice  and  of  health.  Just  as  im- 
portant, if  less  striking,  changes  occur  in  the  nature 


and  'timbre'  of  the  female  voice,  I  am  convinced 
that  the  voice  of  a  girl  from  twelve  to  seventeen 
years  of  age  requires  all  the  more  careful  manage- 
ment from  the  very  fact  that,  not  suftering,  like  a 
boy,  from  an  almost  absolute  impossibility  to  sing, 
she  is  likely  to  over-exert  herself,  to  the  lasting  in- 
jury of  both  health  and  voice.  When  teachers  are 
better  acquainted  with  these  physiological  facts,  they 
will  understand  the  necessity  of  not  sacrificing  such 
young — such  temporarily  "  diseased  "  voices — to  the 


DO  THEY  THINK  OF  ME  AT  HOME? 


J.  E.  Carpenter. 
Chas.  W,  Glover. 


Do  they  think  of  me  at  home, 
Do  they  think  of  me  at  eve  ? 
Do  they  think     of    how    I  loved 


Do  they  ev  -  er 
Of  the  songs  I 
In     my   hap  -  py, 


think  of  me  ?  I  who 
used  to  sing?  Is  the 
ear  -   ly  days?     Do  they 


4-1  v-- 
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shared 

harp 

think 


their  ev  - 'ry  grief,       I   who  min-gled  in   their  glee?    Have  their  hearts  grown  cold  and 
I  struck  untouch'd.  Does  a    stranger  wake  the  string  ?    Will  no  kind   for  -  giv  -  ing 
of    him  who  came,  But  could  nev  -  er  win  their  praise?     I     am  hap  -  py    by  his 


j^^hr  :  r— r— r 


V — k — 
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strange  To  the  one  now  doom'd  to  roam, 
word  Come  a-cross  the  rag  -  ing  foam? 
side,    And  from  mine  he'll  nev  -  er  roam, 


I  would  give  the  world  to  know, — "Do  they 
Shall  I  nev  -  er  cease  to  sigh, —  "  Do  they 
But   my  heart  will   sad  -  ly   ask, —  "  Do  they 


-p — r— g 


think 
think 
think 


of  me 
of  me 
of  me 


at 
at 
at 


home  ?" 
home  ?" 
home  ?" 


I 

I  would  give  the  world  to  know 
Shall  I  nev  -  er  cease  to  sigh, 
But  my  heart  will  sad  -  ly  ask, 


"  Do  they  think  of  me 
"  Do  they  think  of  me 
"  Do  they  think  of  me 


at  home  ?' 
at  home  ?' 
at  home  ?' 


desire  of  exhibiting  and  showing  oif  their  classes. 
Another  frightful  cause  of  injury  proceeds  from  the 
desire  of  many'  female  pupils  always  to  sing  the 
highest  part — the  first  soprano.  It  is  with  them 
Aut  Coesar,  aut  nullus."  Periodical  examination 
of  the  pupils'  voices,  by  the  teacher,  has  seemed  to 
me  the  only  safe  course  in  order  to  remedy  this  evil. 
In  Jenny  Lind's  younger  days,  it  is  related  that 
she  applied  for  instructions  to  Garcia,  the  great 
teacher  of  vocal  music  in  Paris.    He  heard  her 


sing,  and  tlien  told  her  her  voice  was  gone,  that  she 
must  not  sing  a  note  for  a  year,  and  return  to  him 
at  the  end  of  that  time,  and  in  the  meantime  im- 
prove her  health.  She  faithfully  complied  with 
these  directions,  and  came  back  to  Garcia  at  the 
appointed  time.  Rest  at  a  critical  period,  had  re- 
stored her  voice,  to  her  own  delight  and  to  the 
gratification  of  her  master.  From  that  moment  a 
grand  career  was  open  before  her,  which  has  made 
her  name  a  "household  word"  in  two  continents. 
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JAMIE'S  ON 


THE  STORMY  SEA. 


Bernard  Covert. 


1.  Ere    the  twilight  bat  was  flitting,  In     the  sun -set,  at     her  knitting,  Sang  a  lone  -  ly 

2.  Warmly  shone  the  sunset  glowing;  Sweetly  breath'd  the  young  flow'rs  blowing;  Earth  with  beauty 

3.  Cur  -  few  bells  re-motely   ringing    Mingled  with  that  sweet  voice  singing,  And  the  last  red 

4.  How  could  I  but  list,  and  lin-ger,  To   the  song,  and  near  the  sin  -  ger,  Sweetly  woo  -  ing 


maid  -  en,  sit -ting  Un  -  derneath  her  threshold  tree;  And,  ere  daylight  died  be-fore  us, 
o  -  ver-flow-ing,  Seemed  the  home  of  love  to  be,  As  those  an  -  gel  tones  as-cending> 
ray  seemed  chnging,  Lin-geringly  to  tower  and  tree ;  Near-er  as  I  came,  and  nearer, 
Heav'n  to  bring  her  Ja  -  mie  from   the  storm  -  y  sea;  And  while  yet  her  lips  did  name  me. 


And  the  vesper  stars  shone  o'er  us,  Fit-ful  rose  her  tender  chorus,"  Jamie's  on  the  stormy  sea." 
With  the  scene  and  season  blending,  Ever^ad  the  same  low  ending, "  Jamie's  on  the   stormy  sea." 
Finer  rose  the  notes,  and  clearer !  Oh !  'twas  Heaven  itself  to  hear  her, "  Jamie's  on  the  stormy  sea !" 
Forth  I  sprang,  my  heart  o'ercame  me ;  "Grieve  no  more,  love,  I  am  Jamie,  Home  returned  to  love  and  thee," 


WHEN  THE  GREEN  LEAVES. 


^     ^  1^  ^  ^  ^  ^ 

1.  When  the  green  leaves  come  again,  my  love,  When  the  green  leaves  come  again.  Why  put  on  a  dark  and 

2.  Ah!  the  spring  will  still  be  like  the  last,  Of  its  prom  -  ise  false  and  vain,  And  the  summer  die  in 

3.  So        the  seasons  pass,  and  so  our  lives.  Yet  I  nev  -  er    will  complain ;  But  I  sigh,  while  yet  I 


cloud  -  y  fate,  When  the  green  leaves,  When  the  green  leaves,  When  the  green  leaves  come  again  ? 
win -ter's  arms,  Ere    the  green  leaves.  Ere  the  green  leaves,   Ere  the  green  leaves  come  a -gain. 


know  not  why,  When  the  green  leaves 


When  the  green  leaves,  When  the  green  leaves  come  again. 


Nay,  lift  up  your  thankful  eyes,  my  love! 

Thinking  less  of  grief  or  pain ; 
For  as  long  as  hill  and  vale  shall  last, 

Will  the  green  leaves  come  again. 


Sure  as  earth  lives  under  winter's  snow, 
Sure  as  love  lives  under  pain, — 

It  is  good  to  sing  with  every  thing, 
When  the  green  leaves  come  again 
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Life-Sounds.— We  think  for  a  moment  of  life- 
•sounds,  of  which  there  are  so  many  around  us.  Do 
you  know  why  we  hear  a  buzzing,  as  the  gnat,  the 
bee,  or  the  cockchafer  fly  past?  Not  by  the  beating 
'of  their  wings  against  the  air,  as  many  people  imagine, 
and  as  is  really  the  case  with  humming  birds,  but  by 
the  scraping  of  the  under-part  of  their  hard  wings 
against  the  edges  of  their  hind-legs,  which  are  toothed 
like  a  saw.  The  more  rapidly  their  wings  are  put 
in  motion  the  stronger  this  grating  sound  becomes. 
Some  insects,  like  the  drone-fly,  force  the  air  through 
the  tiny  air-passages  in  their  sides,  and  as  these  pas- 


sages are  closed  by  little  plates,  the  plates  vibrate  to 
and  fro  and  make  sound-waves.  All  these  life- 
sounds  are  made  by  creatures  which  do  not  sing  or 
speak ;  but  the  sweetest  sounds  of  all  in  the  woods  are  ^ 
the  voices  of  the  birds.  All  voice-sounds  are  made  1 
by  two  elastic  bands  or  cushions,  called  vocal  chords, 
stretched  across  the  end  of  the  tube  or  windpipe 
through  which  we  breathe,  and  as  we  send  the  air 
through  them  we  tighten  or  loosen  them  as  we  will, 
and  so  make  them  vibrate  quickly  or  slowly  and  make 
sound-waves  of  different  lengths.  But  if  you  will  try 
some  day  in  the  woods  you  will  find  that  a  bird  can 


JUANITA. 


Spanish  Melody. 
Words  by  Mrs.  Norton. 


1.  Soft     o'er  the  fountain.    Ling' ring  falls     the  south-em  moon;  Far     o'er  the  mountain 

2.  When  in  thy  dreaming,  Moons  like  these  shall  shine  a -gain,    And    daylight  beaming. 


I             1        ^       M  F  L 
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Breaks  the  day  too  soon!  In  thy  dark  eye's  splendor,  Where  the  warm  light  loves  to  dwell, 
Prove  thy  dreams  are  vain.     Wilt  thou  not,   re  -  lent-ing.     For  thine  ab  -  sent  lov  -  er  sigh, 
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Slower. 


A  tempo. 
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P 


Wea  -  ry  looks,  yet  ten  -  der.     Speak  their  fond  fare  -  well !       Ni  -  ta !  Jua 


ni  -  tal  * 


9 
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Tenderly,  rit. 


Ask  thy  soul  if  we  should  part !  Ni  -  ta !  Jua  -  ni  -  ta !  Lean  thou  on  my  heart. 
Let  me  lin  -  ger  by  thy  side !     Ni  -  ta !    Jua  -  ni  -  ta !      Be    my  own  fair  bride ! 


r-r— r- 


*  Wah-ne-ta. 


^     1/  I 


surpass  you  over  and  over  again  in  the  length  of  his 
note  ;  when  you  are  out  of  breath  and  forced  to  stop 
he  will  go  on  with  his  merry  trill  as  fresh  and  clear 
as  if  he  had  only  just  begun.  This  is  because  birds 
can  draw  air  mto  the  whole  of  their  body,  and  they 
have  a  large  stock  laid  up  in  the  folds  of  their  wind- 
pipe, and  besides  this  the  air-chamber  behind  their 
elastic  bands  or  vocal  chords  has  two  compartments 
where  we  have  only  one,  and  the  second  compart- 
ment has  special  muscles  by  which  they  can  open  and 
shut  it,  and  so  prolong  the  trill.  Only  think  what  a 
rapid  succession  of  waves  must  quiver  through  the 


air  as  a  tiny  bird  agitates  his  little  throat  and  pours 
forth  a  volume  of  song !  The  next  time  you  can  do 
so,  spend  half-an-hour  listening  to  him,  or  to  the  canary 
bird  as  he  swings  in  his  cage,  and  try  to  picture  to 
yourself  how  that  little  being  is  moving  all  the  atmos- 
phere around  him.  Then  dream  for  a  little  while 
about  Sound,  what  it  is,  how  marvelously  it  works 
outside  in  the  world,  and  mside  in  your  ear  and 
brain ;  and  then,  when  you  go  back  to  work  again, 
you  will  hardly  deny  that  it  is  well  worth  while  to 
listen  sometimes  to  the  voices  of  Nature  and  pondei 
how  it  is  that  we  hear  them. — Miss  A.  R.  Buckley, 
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BATTLE-HYMN  OF  REPUBLIC. 

Allegretto.  


Julia  Ward  Howb. 


1.  Mine    eyes  have  seen 

2.  I   have  seen  Him  in 

3.  I   have  read    a  fie 


the  glo  -  ry    of       the  com  -  ing  of      the  Lord;     He  is 
the  watch  -  fires  of        a    hun  -  dred  cir- cling  camps;  They  have 
ry   gos  -  pel, writ      in  bur  -  nished rows  of  steel;   "As  ye 


4.  He  has  sound-ed    forth    the  trum  -  pet  that     shall  nev  -  er  call     re -treat;     He  is 


5.  In  the  beau  -  ty 


of 


the  lil  -  ies,  Christ  was  born 


a -cross  the  sea,     With  a 


tramp  -  ling  out  the    vin  -  tage  where  the    grapes    of  wrath    are  stored ;  He  hath 

build  -  ed   Him  an     al  -  tar     in      the      eve  -  ning  dews     and  damps ;       I  can 

deal     with  my  con  -  tern  -  ners,   so     with     you     my  grace    shall  deal;  Let  the 

sift  -    ing    out  the  hearts   of    men     be  -  fore     his    judg  -  ment  seat;  Oh,  be 

glo    -    ry     in  his    bos  -  om    that    trans  -  fig  -  ures  you      and  me;  As  He 


■ft-  ft 
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loosed  the  fate  -  fullight-ning  of    His  ter  -  ri-ble  swift  sword.  His  truth  is  marching  on. 

read   His  righteous  sen- tence  by  the  dim  and flar  -  ing  lamps.  His  day  is  marching  on. 

He  -  rOjboms  of  worn  -  an,  crush  the  ser  - pent  with  his  heel,  Since  God  is  marching  on." 

swift,  my  soul,  to  an  -  swer  Him !  be  ju  -  bi-lant,  my  feet!  Our  God  is  marching  on. 

died    to  make  men  ho  -  ly,  let     us  die    to  make  men  free.  While  God  is  marching  on. 
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Glo  -  ry!  glo  -  ry!  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah!      Glo  -  ry!  glo  -  ry!  Hal  -  le  -  lu     -  jah! 
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Glo  -  ry!  glo  -  ry!  Hal  -  le   -  lu  -  jah!       His    truth    is  march -ing  on. 
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Says  Claudius,  a  German  writer:  "I  love  best  of 
all  to  read  in  St,  John.  There  is  in  him  something  so 
perfectly  wonderful — dusk  and  night,  and  the  quick 
lightning  throbbing  through  them !  The  soft  clouds 
of  evening,  and  behind  the  mass  the  big  full  moon 
bodily ! — something  so  sad,  so  high,  so  full  of  presage, 
that  one  can  never  weary  of  it.  When  I  read  John,  it 
always  seems  to  me  that  I  see  him  before  me,  reclin- 
ing, at  the  Last  Supper,  on  the  bosom  of  his  Lord,  as 
if  his  angel  held  the  light  for  me,  and  at  certain  parts 


would  place  his  arm  around  me,  and  whisper  some- 
thing in  my  ear.  I  am  far  from  understanding  all 
I  read,  yet  often  John's  idea  seems  to  hover  before  me 
in  the  distance;  and  even  when  I  look  into  a  place 
that  is  entirely  dark  I  have  a  presension  of  a  great, 
glorious  sense,  which  I  shall  some  day  understand, 
and  hence  I  catch  so  eagerly  at  every  new  exposition 
of  the  Gospel  of  John.  'Tis  true,  most  of  them  only 
ruffle  the  evening' clouds,  and  never  trouble  the  moon 
behind  them."    What  has  been  so  M^ell  said  of  him 


LORD,  wr 


H  GLOWING  HEART  I'D  PRAISE  THEE. 


Flotow. 
F.  S.  Key. 


mi 


1.  Lord,  with  glow -ing  heart  I'd  praise  Thee  For   the  bhss  Thy  love  be -stows.  For  the 

2.  Praise,  my  soul,   the  God  that  sought  thee.  Wretched  wand'rer  far  as  -  tray,  Found  thee 

3.  Lord,  this  bo  -  som's  ar  -  dent  feel  -  ing  Vain  -  ly  would  my  lips  ex  -  press,  Low    be  - 

J  J.           si  J   J  J   J  '  ' 
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pard'ning  grace  that  saves  me.  And 
lost,    and  kind  -  ly  brought  thee  From 


the  peace  that  from 
the  paths   of  death 


it  flows ; 
way; 


fore   Thy  foot  -  stool  kneel-ing,  Deign  Thy  suppliant's  prayer  to  bless; 


J    I  J  I 


Help,  0  God  my 
Praise,with  love's  de  ■ 
Let  Thy  grace,  my 
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weak  en-deav-or; 
vout  -  est  feel  -  ing, 
soul's  chief  treasure, 
I  I 


This  dull  soul  to  rap  -  ture  raise; 
Him  who  saw  thy  guilt-born  fear; 
Love's  pure  flame  within     me  raise; 


:t— t 


Thou  must  light  the   flame,  or 
And  the   light  of     hope   re  - 
And  since  words  can  nev  -  er 

i-X 


nev  -  er 
veal  -  ing, 
measure. 


Can  my  love  be  warmed  to  praise. 
Bade  the  blood-stained  Cross  ap  -  pear. 
Let    my    life  show  forth   thy  praise. 


Can  my  love  be  warmed  to  praise. 
Bade  the  blood-stained  Cross  ap  -  pear. 
Let  my   life    show  forth  thy  praise. 


itzzzt 


who  learned  from  the  tender,  gentle  disciple  of  love 
himself,  thus  to  depict  him ;  what  is  said  of  Claudius 
by  Hamann,  might  have  been  written  of  the  Gospel 
of  the  disciple  of  love:  "On  thy  harp  rests  alight 
ethereal  essence,  which,  even  when  the  strings  have 
ceased  to  tremble,  moves  in  waves  at  freedom  in  the 
air,  and  fills  the  heart  with  gentle  sadness." — Tholuck. 

The  teacher  should  soon  be  able  to  select  pieces  of 
music  suitable  to  the  pupils'  advancement,  and  teach 
them — I.  To  read  the  notes ;  2.  To  sing  the  syllables ; 


3.  To  sing  the  tune  to  the  syllable  ah  or  la ;  4.  To 
sing  the  words;  and  5.  To  sing  the  piece  with  the 
proper  expression.  When  a  new  key  is  introduced, 
the  scale  should  be  written  on  the  blackboard  in  both 
clefs,  and  the  pupils  drilled  upon  singing  the  different 
intervals.  A  little  study  and  practice  will  enable  the 
teacher  to  write  the  exercises  of  one  key  in  a  differ- 
ent key,  and  he  will  thus  avail  himself  of  exercises 
in  all  the  keys  desired.  The  change  of  pitch,  in  trans- 
posing the  scale,  can  thus  be  made  very  interesting. 
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BEULAH  LAND. 


Edgar  Page 

J.  R.  SwENEY,  by  per. 


tj  1/  5     r  r 


1.  I've  reached  the  land  of  corn  and  wine,  And  all  its  rich-es  freely  mine;  Hereshinesundimm'd  one 

2.  The  Saviour  comes  and  walks  with  me,  And  sweet  communion  here  have  we ;  He  gent-ly  leads  me 

3.  A    sweet  per -fume  up- on  the  breeze  Is  borne  from  ever  -  ver-nal  trees,  And  flow'rs  that  never 

4.  The  zephyrs  seem  to   float  to  me.  Sweet  sounds  of  heaven's  mel-o-dy,    As    an  -  gels  with  the 


bliss  -  ful  day,  For  all  my  night  has  pass'd  a  -way 
with  His  hand,  For  this  is  Heaven's  bor-derland 
fad  -  ing  grow  Where  streams  of  life  for  -  ev  -  er  flow 
white-robed  throng,  Join  in  the  sweet  redemption  song. 


':}oh, 


Beu  -  lah  land,  sweet  Beulah  land,  As 
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on  thy  highest    mount  I  stand,    I       look    a -way  a  -   cross  the  sea,  "Where  mansions  are  pre- 


pared for  me,    And    view  theshin-ing      glo-ry  shore.  My  heav'n,  my  home,  for-ev  -  er-more. 


k  i*  i* 


1— r 


ALL  HAIL  THE  POWER  OF  JESUS'  NAME. 


E,  Perronet,  1780. 
O.  HoLDEN,  1793.  "Coronation. 


I.  All  hail  the  power  of  Je-sus'  na?^*  !  Let  angels  prostrate  fall ;  Bring  forth  the  royal  di  -  a  -  dem.  And 
2.  Sinners,  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget  The  wormwood  and  the  gall.  Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  His  feet.  And 
3.  Let    ev'ry  kindred,  ev'ry  tribe,  On  this  ter-res-trial  ball,  To  Him  all  ma  -  jes  -  ty  as  -  cribe,  And 


crown  Him  Lord  of  all;  Bring  forth  the  royal  di  -  a  -  dem.  And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 
crown  Him  Lord  of  all;  Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  His  feet.  And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 
crown  Him  Lord   of    all;    To  Him  all  ma -jes- ty  as-cribe  And  crown  Him  Lord  of  alL 
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The  Hymn  and  Its  Author. — The  noble  hymn, 
«*  I  would  not  live  alway,"  has  long  been  a  favorite 
with  the  whole  Christian  Church.  It  breathes  a  spirit 
of  sweet  comfort,  perfect  trust,  glad  anticipation.  It 
has  been  sung  by  millions  scattered  all  over  the  world, 
and  will  be  sung  no  less  hopefully  by  untold  millions 
yet  unborn.  The  original  first  appeared  in  the  Epis- 
copal Recorder^  in  Philadelphia,  in  1824,  in  six  verses, 
of  eight  lines  each.  In  1826,  a  committee  was  ap- 
pointed to  prepare  a  fuller  collection  of  hymns  to  be 
used  in  the  Episcopal  service.  Dr.  H.  Onderdonk, 
of  Brooklyn,  a  member  of  the  committee,  abridged  the 
poem  to  a  hymn  of  suitable  length  for  divine  worship, 
and  submitted  it  to  its  author,  Dr.  Wm.  A.  Muhlen- 


berg, for  revision.  There  were  no  ctianges  from  the 
sentiment  of  the  original  composition.  The  general 
committee  did  not  meet  until  1829.  The  report  of  the 
sub-committee  was  presented,  and  each  of  the  hymns 
passed  upon  separately.  When  this  hymn  came  up 
one  of  the  members  said  it  was  very  good  but  rather 
sentimental,  upon  which  it  was  rejected.  Dr.  Muhlen- 
berg, who  was  not  suspected  as  its  author,  also  voting 
against  it.  This  he  supposed  was  the  end  of  it,  for 
the  committee  agreed  upon  their  report  that  night  and 
adjourned.  But  the  next  morning  Dr.  Onderdonk, 
who  had  not  attended  on  the  previous  evening, 
called  on  Dr.  Muhlenberg  to  inquire  what  had  been 
done.     Upon  being  told  that  among  the  rejected 


ABIDE  WITH  ME. 

Reverently, 


W.  H.  Monk.   J.  F.  Lvtb. 


A  -  bide  with     me,  fast  falls    the  ev  -  en  -  tide;  The 

Swift     to     its  close  ebbs  out  life's  lit  -  tie  day;  Earth's 

I       need  Thy  pres  -  ence  ev'  -  ry  pass  -  ing  hour ;  What 

Hold  thou  Thy  cross  be  -  fore    my  clos  -  ing  eyes ;  Shine 


\  0  i»  P 


A 


dark-ness 
joys  grow 
but  Thy 
through  the 
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deep   -    ens ;  Lord,  with  me     a    -    bide ;    When  oth  -  er      help  -  ers 

dim,        its      glo  -  ries  pass     a    -    way ;    Change  and    de   -   cay  in 

grace      can      foil   the  tempt-  er's      power  ?  Who,  like  Thy  -  self,  my 

gloom,    and    point  me     to     the      skies;    Heav'n's  morn -ing    breaks,  and 
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fail,     and  com  -  forts  flee,  Help     of    the  help  -  less,  oh,  a  -  bide  with  me. 

all         a  -  round    I       see ;  Oh,    Thou  who  chang  -  est    not,  a  -  bide  with  me. 

guide   and  stay     can    be  ?  Thro'  cloud  and  sun  -  shine.  Lord,  a  -  bide  with  me. 

earth's  vain  shad  -  ows  flee ;     In       life,    in  death,    O    Lord,  a  -  bide  with  me. 
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hymns  was  the  one  representing  their  joint  labors,  he 
said,  "That  will  never  do;"  and  went  about  among 
the  members  of  the  committee,  soliciting  them  to 
restore  the  hymn  in  their  report,  which  accordingly 
they  did ;  so  that  to  him  is  due  the  credit  of  giving 
it  to  the  Church  at  that  time.  Dr.  Muhlenberg  is  still 
living,  (1875,)  being  nearly  eighty  years  of  age. 
The  following  brief  sketch  of  the  author  of  **  I  would 
not  live  alway,"  will  not  prove  uninteresting  to  those 
with  whom  the  hymn  is  a  favorite.  He  was  bom  in 
Philadelphia,  in  1796,  and  is  the  great-grandson  of  the 
Rev.  Mclchior  Muhlenberg,  the  founder  of  the  Ger- 
man Lutheran  Church  in  America.  He  is  a  grandson 
of  General  Peter  Muhlenberg,  the  patriot  clergyman 


who  served  as  colonel  in  the  war  of  the  Revolution 
and  formed  a  regiment  among  his  parishoners.  From 
this  grandsire  down  Dr.  Muhlenberg  inherits  the  re- 
markable energy  that  has  made  his  life  so  useful.  He 
was  ordained  a  clergyman  of  the  Episcopal  Church 
about  1820.  He  preached  for  some  time  in  Lancas- 
ter, Pa.,  from  which  place  he  removed  to  Long  Island, 
and  thence  to  New  York,  as  rector  of  the  Church  of 
the  Holy  Communion,  a  memorial  church  built  by  his 
sister.  But  his  greatest  work  is  St.  Luke's  Hospital, 
which  he  projected  and  built,  increasing  a  fund  of 
^30  in  1846,  to  over  ^200,  000  in  1857.  Since  its 
completion  he  has  presided  over  it  as  superintendent 
and  chaplain,  revered  alike  by  its  officers  and  patients. 
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JESUS,  LOVER  OF  MY  SOUL. 

D         ^7  C.  Wesley,  1740. 

Reverently.                                                          1  >  it- 

1.  Jesus,lov-er     of  my  soul,      Let  me  to  Thy  bo-som  fly,  "While  the  nearer  waters  roll, 

2.  Other  refuge  have  I  none ;  Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee;  Leave,  ah  !  leave  me  not  alone, 

3.  Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is  found,  Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin ;  Let  the  healing  streams  abound ; 


t— r  t— r- 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high;  Hide  me,  O  my  Sav-iour!  hide,  Till  the  storm  of 
Still  support  and  com- fort     me!  All  my  trust  on  Thee  is     stayed,       All  my  help  from 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  with  -  in !  Thou  of  life  the  Foun-tain     art,  Freely  let  me 
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life   be      past;  Safe  in -to  the    ha- ven  guide;  Oh  !  re-ceive  my  soul  at  last! 

Thee  I     bring;  Cov-er  my  de-fencelesshead     "With the  shadow   of  Thy  wing! 

take  of     Thee ;        Spring  Thou  up  within  my  heart !  Rise  to  all   e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty  ! 
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COME,  HOLY  SPIRIT,  HEAVENLY  DOVE. 

Andante. 

4—! 


Dykes.  Watts. 


1.  Come,  Ho  -  ly 

2.  See     how  we 

3.  In       vain  we 

4.  Come,  Ho  -  ly 


Spir 
grov 
tune 
Spir 


heaven -ly  Dove,  "With  all    Thy  quick -'ning  powers; 

here       be  low,  Fond  of  these    earth  -  ly  toys : 

life    -  less  songs,    In  vain  we     strive     to  rise: 

heaven  -  ly  Dove,  "With  all    Thy   quick'ning  powers  j 


i 


Kin  -  die     a  flame      of  sa 

Our  souls,  how  heav    -   i    -  ly 

Ho  -  san  -  nas     Ian  -  guish  on 

Come,  shed  a  -  broad       a  Sav 

I 


In    these  cold 


hearts     of  ours. 


cred  love 

they  go  To  reach  e  -  ter  -  nal  joys 
our  tongues,  And  our  de  -  vo  -  tion  dies, 
iour's  love,  And  that  shall 


kin 


die 
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The  music  of  church  bells  has  become  a  matter  of 
poetry.  I  remember,  though  somewhat  imperfectly, 
a  touching  story  connected  with  the  church  bells  of 
a  town  in  Italy,  which  had  become  famous  all  over 
Europe  for  their  peculiar  solemnity  and  sweetness. 
They  were  made  by  a  young  Italian  artisan,  and  were 
his  heart's  pride.  During  the  war,  the  place  was 
sacked,  and  the  bells  carried  off,  no  one  knew  whith- 
er. After  the  tumult  was  over,  the  poor  fellow  re- 
sumed to  his  work;  but  it  had  been  the  solace  of  his 


life  to  wander  about  at  evening,  and  listen  to  the  chime 
of  his  bells ;  and  he  grew  dispirited  and  sick,  and 
pined  for  them  till  he  could  no  longer  bear  it,  and 
left  his  home,  determined  to  hear  them  once  again 
before  he  died.  He  went  from  land  to  land,  stopping 
in  every  village,  till  the  hope  that  alone  sustained  him 
began  to  falter,  and  he  knew,  at  last,  that  he  was  dy- 
ing. He  lay,  one  evening,  in  a  boat  that  was  slowly 
•floating  down  the  Rhine,  almost  insensible,  and  scarce 
expecting  to  see  the  sun  rise  again,  that  was  now  set- 


BONNIE  DOON. 


^  Robert  Burns. 


Ye  banks  and  braes  of     bon  -  nie  Doon,  How  can  ye    bloom  sae    fresh  and  fair,  How 
Oft  have    I  strayed  by     bon  -  nie  Doon,  To    see  the     rose    and  woodbine  twine ;  Where 
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smg,  ye  lit  -  tie  birds.  And  I  sae  wea  -  ry,  full  of  care  ?  You'll 
bird  sang     of    his    love,  And  fond-ly       sae    did      I     o'  mine,  With 
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break 
light- 


my 
some 


heart,  ye  lit  -  tie 
heart    I  pulled  a 


birds.  That  wan-  ton  through  the  flow'ring  thorn ;  Ye 
rose.  Full  sweet  up   -   on     its    thorn -y   tree;  But 
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mind 
my 


me 
false 


of  de  -  part  -  ed 
lov  -  er      stole  the 


joys,  De  -  part-ed,  nev  -  er  to  re -turn, 
rose.  And    left  the    thorn  be  -  hinc  to  me. 
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ting  gloriously  over  the  vine-covered  hills  of  Germany. 
Presently,  the  vesper  bells  of  a  distant  village  began 
to  ring,  and  as  the  chimes  stole  faintly  over  the  river 
with  ^e  evening  breeze,  he  started  from  his  lethargy. 
He  was  not  mistaken,  It  was  the  deep,  solemn,  heav- 
enly music  of  his  own  bells ;  and  the  sounds  that  he 
had  been  thirsting  for  years  to  hear,  were  melting 
over  the  water.  He  leaned  from  the  boat,  with  his 
ear  close  to  the  calm  surface  of  the  river,  and  listened. 
They  rung  out  their  hymn,  and  c-easea ,  and  he  still 


lay  motionless  in  his  painful  posture.  His  companion 
spoke  to  him,  but  he  gave  no  answer ;  his  spirit,  in 
the  glad  requiem  of  the  beloved  bells,  had  followed 
the  last  sound  of  the  vesper  chime. —  Willis. 

Harmonious  words  render  ordinary  ideas  accept- 
able; less  ordinary,  pleasant;  novel  and  ingenious 
ones,  delightful.  As  pictures  and  statues,  and  living 
beauty  too,  show  better  by  music-light,  so  is  poetrj' 
irradiated,  vivified,  glorified,  and  raised  into  immor- 
tal life  by  the  influence  of  harmony. — Landor. 
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FLOW  GENTLY,  SWEET  AFTON. 


J.  E.  SPttMAN. 

Words  by  Robert  Burns. 


m 


1.  Flow  gent-ly,  sweet  Af  -  ton,    a  -  mang  thy  green  braes ;  Flow  gent-ly,  I'll  sing  thee  a 

2.  How  loft- ty,   sweet  Af  -  ton,    thy  neighbor-ing   hills,    Far  marked  with  the  courses  of 

3.  Thy   cry»-tal  stream,  Af- ton,   how  love -ly    it   glides,  And  winds  by  the  cot  where  my 
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song  in  thy  praise;  My  Ma-ry's  a  -  sleep  by  thy  munnur  -  ing  stream,  Flow  gent-ly, sweet 
clear- winding  rills;  There  dai-ly    I      wan-der,  as    momris-es    high,  My  flocks  and  my 
Ma  •  ry   re  -  sides  I  How  wan-ton  thy   wa-tersher  snow-y  feet  lave.  As  gath'ring  sweet 
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Af  -  ton,  dis  -  turb  not   her  dream.  Thou  stock-dove,  whose  e  -  cho  re  -  sounds  from  the 
Ma-ry's  sweet  cot     in     my     eye.     How  pleas- ant   thy  banks  and  green  val  -  leys    be - 
flowerets, she  stems  thy  clear  wave!  Flow  gent-ly,  sweet  Af-ton,  a  -  mang  thy  green 


I 


hill,  Ye  wild  whistling  black-birds  in 
low.  Where  wild  in  the  woodlands  the 
teies,  Flow  gent-ly, sweet  riv-er,  the 


yon  thom-y 
prinuxos  -  es 
tiieme  of  my 


den.   Thou  green-crest  -  ed 
blow!  There  oft,    as  mild 
lays:     My  Ma  -  ry's    a  - 


lap-wing,  thy  screaming  for -bear,  I  chaise  you,  dis -turb  not  my  slum -ber- ing  fair, 
evening  creeps  o  -  ver  the  lea.  The  sweet-scented  birk  shades  my  Ma  -  ry  and  me. 
sleep  by  thy  mur-mur-ing  stream.  Flow  gent-ly,  sweet  Af  -  ton,  dis  -  turb  not  her  dream. 
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The  Cheerful  Voice. — ^The  comfort  and  happi- 
ness of  home  and  home  intercourse,  let  us  here  say, 
depend  very  much  upon  the  kindly  and  affectionate 
training  of  the  voice.  Trouble,  care,  and  vexation 
will  and  must,  of  course,  come ;  but  let  them  not  creep 
into  our  voices.  Let  only  our  kindly  and  happier 
feelings  be  vocal  in  our  homes.  Let  them  be  so,  if 
for  no  other  reason,  for  the  little  children's  sake. 
Those  sensitive  little  beings  are  exceedingly  suscept- 
ible to  the  tones.    Let  us  have  consideration  for  them. 


They  hear  so  much  that  we  have  forgotten  to  hear;, 
for,  as  we  advance  in  years,  our  life  becomes  more- 
interior.  "We  are  abstracted  from  outward  scenes, 
and  sounds.  "We  think,  we  reflect,  we  begin  gradu- 
ally to  deal  with  the  past,  as  we  have  formerly  vividly 
lived  in  the  present.  Our  ear  grows  dull  to  external 
sound ;  it  is  turned  inward  and  listens  chiefly  to  the 
echoes  of  past  voices.  We  catch  no  more  the  merry 
laughter  of  children.  We  hear  no  more  the  note  of 
the  morning  bird.    The  brook  that  used  to  prattle  sO' 


KIND  WORDS  CAN  NEVER  DIE. 


From  "  Day-School  Bell." 
Abby  Hutchinson.   Arr.  by  H.  Waters. 


1.  Kind     words  can  nev  -  er  die,    Cherished  and  blest,  God  knows  how  deep  they  lie, 

2.  Child  -  hood  can  nev  -  er  die — ^Wrecks  of  the  past  Float  o'er    the  mem  -  o  -  ry, 

3.  Sweet  thoughts  can  nev  -  er  die,  Though,  like  the  flow'rs.  Their  brightest  hues  may  fly 

4.  Our       souls   can  nev  -  er  die,  Though  in  the  tomb    We  may     all  have    to  lie. 


i 


rail,  tempo. 


Lodged  in    the  breast ;  Like  childhood's  sim  -  pie  rhymes,  Said  o'er    a    thousand  times. 
Bright    to    the   last.    Man  -  y      a     hap  -  py  thing,  Man  -  y      a     dai  -  sy  spring, 
In         win -try  hours.  But    when  the    gen  -  tie    dew  Gives  them  their  charms  a  -  new. 
Wrapt     in     its  gloom.  What  though  the  flesh  de  -  cay,  Souls  pass  in  peace   a  -  way, 
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Chorus. 


^     ^     \^  \      ^  ^ 

Go  through  all  years  and  climes,  The  heart  to  cheer.  Kind  words  can  nev 
Floats  on  time's  cease  -  less  wing,  Far,  far  a  -  way.  Child  -  hood  can  nev 
With  many  an  add  -  ed  hue,  They  bloom  a  -  gain.  Sweet  thoughts  can  nev 
Live  through  e  -  ter  -  nal    day     With  Christ  a  -  bove.  Our     souls  can  nev  . 


er  die, 

er  die, 

er  die, 

er  die. 
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nev  -  er  die,  nev  -  er  die,  Kind  words  can  nev  -  er  die,  no,  nev  -  er  die. 
nev  -  er  die,  nev  -  er  die,  ^  Child  -  hood  can  nev  -  er  die,  no,  nev  -  er  die. 
nev  -  er  die,  nev  -  er  die.  Sweet  thoughts  can  nev  -  er  die,  no,  nev  -  er  die. 
nev  -  er    die,     nev  -  er  die,  Our      souls  can  nev  -  er    die,      no,       nev  -  er  die. 


gaily  to  us,  rushes  by  unheeded — we  have  forgotten 
to  hear  such  things ;  but  little  children,  remember, 
sensitively  hear  them  all.  Mark  how,  at  every  sound, 
the  young  child  starts,  and  turns,  and  listens ;  and 
thus,  with  equal  sensitiveness  does  it  catch  the  tones 
of  human  voices.  How  were  it  possible,  therefore, 
that  the  sharp  and  hasty  word,  the  fretful  and  com- 
plaining tone,  should  not  startle  and  pain,  even  de- 
press the  sensitive  little  being  whose  harp  of  life  is 


so  newly  and  delicately  strung,  vibrating  even  to  the 
gentle  breeze,  and  thrilling  ever  to  the  tones  of  such 
voices  as  sweep  across  it  ?  Let  us  be  kind  and  cheer- 
ful spoken,  then,  in  our  homes. — Once  a  Week. 

The  meaning  of  song  goes  deep.  Who  is  there 
that,  in  logical  words,  can  express  the  effect  music 
has  on  us?  A  kind  of  inarticulate,  unfathomable 
speech,  which  leads  us  to  the  edge  of  the  infinite, 
and  lets  us  for  moments  gaze  out  into  that  Carlyle, 
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RAIN  UPON  THE  ROOF 

Lively. 


G.  Clifford,  from  "  Song  Crowh.' 
Per.  F.  J.  HuiriiNGi>oN. 


4  f- 


La  la    la    la    la    la    la    la    la    la    la    la    la    la    la    la   la    la    la    la  la 


1.  When  the  humid  showers  gather    0-ver  all  the   star-ry  spheres, 

2.  Ev'  -  ry  tin  -  kle  on  the  shingles  Has  an  ech  -  o     in   the  heart, 

3.  There  is  naught  in  art's  bra  -vu-  ras.  That  can  work  with  such  a  spell, 


And  the  mel  -  an- 
And   a  thousand 
In  the  spir-it's 
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la  la. 
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oho  -  ly  darkness  Gently  weeps  in    rain  -  y  tears, 'Tis  a     joy   to  press  the    pil-low  Of 
dream -y  fan-cies  In  -  to  bus-y      be -ing  start ;  And  a   thousand  re  -  col- lectionsWeave  their 
pure,  deep  fountains,"Whence  the  holy  passions  swell.  As  that  mel  -  o  -  dy    of     nature,  That  sub- 
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La  la  la  la 


cottage  chamber  bed,  And  to'  lis-  ten  to  the  pat-ter  Of  the  soft  rain  o-ver-head. 
bright  hues  in-to  woof,  As  I  lis-  ten  to  the  pat-ter  Of  the  soft  rain  on  the  roof, 
dued,  subduing  strain,\Vhich  is  play'd  upon  the  shingles  By  the  patter  of  the  rain. 


La  la 
La  la 
La  la 


La  la  la  la 


i 


r  f  r  f 


P 


la    la    la    la   la    la    la  la 


la  la  la    la  la  la  la    la    la  la  la    la  la. 


la    la    la    la    la  la 


la 


1^    W>  ^ 


la    la    la    la    la    la    la  la 


'      '      '      '      K  ^         ^  F 

la        la         la        la  la    la  la  la    la  la. 


NoTB — Instead  of  singing  the  "la  la  "  accompaniment  and  chorus,  the  words  only  may  be  sung,  repeating,  with  expres- 
•ion,  the  last  four  lines  of  each  verse.    It  is  usually  sung  without  this  accompaniment,  and  is  always  a  favorite  with  schools. 
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Education. — ^When  a  boy  I  was  very  fond  of  mu- 
sic, and  araso  now;  and  it  so  happened  that  I  had  the 
opportunity  of  hearing  much  good  music.  Among 
other  things  I  had  abundant  opportunities  of  hearing 
that  great  old  master,  Sebastian  Bach.  I  remember 
perfectly  well — though  I  knew  nothing  about  music 
then,  and,  I  may  add,  know  nothing  whatever  about 
it  now — the  intense  satisfaction  and  delight  which  I 
had  in  listening  by  the  hour  together  to  Bach's  fugues. 
It  is  a  pleasure  which  remains  with  me,  I  am  glad  to 
think,  but  of  late  years  I  have  tried  to  find  out  the  why 
and  wherefore,  and  it  has  often  occurred  to  me  that  the 
pleasure  in  musical  compositions  of  this  kind  is  essen- 
tially of  the  same  nature  as  that  which  is  derived  from 
pursuits  which  are  commonly  regarded  as  purely  intel- 


lectual.   I  mean  that  the  source  of  pleasure  Is  exactly 

the  same  as  in  most  of  my  problems  in  morphology — 
that  you  have  the  theme  in  one  of  the  old  master's 
works  followed  out  in  all  its  endless  variations,  always 
appearing  and  always  reminding  you  of  unity  in  variety. 
So  in  painting ;  what  is  called  truth  to  nature  is  the 
intellectual  element  coming  in,  and  truth  to  nature  de- 
pends entirely  upon  the  intellectual  culture  of  the  per- 
son to  whom  art  is  addressed.  If  you  are  in  Austra- 
lia, you  may  get  the  credit  for  being  a  good  artist — I 
mean  among  the  natives — if  you  can  draw  a  kangaroo 
after  a  fashion.  But  among  men  of  higher  civilization 
the  intellectual  knowledge  we  possess  brings  its  criti- 
cism into  our  appreciation  of  works  of  art,  and  we  are 
obliged  to  satisfy  it  as  well  as  the  mere  sense  of  beauty 


COME,  OH,  COME  WITH  ME. 


Italian  Melody. 


I. 

2.  My 


Come,  O  come  with  me,  the  moon  is  beam  -  ing, 
skiff      is     by    the  shore,     she's    light    and  free, 


Come,  O  come  withi 
To  ply  the  feathered 


nie; 
oar 


the  stars  are  gleam  -  ing ;  All  a  -  round,  a  -  bove, 
is     joy        to        me ;        And  while  we  glide  a  -  long. 


with      beau   -  ty 
o'er  the  dark  blue 

HS^-H*—  ^-1 


Fine. 


1^- 

teem 
sea, 


ing;   Moon  -  light     hours  have      joys     for  me. 
We'll  sing  our      sweet  -  est        mel  -   o    -  dy. 


Tra  la  la  la. 
Tra     la     la  la 


w-  w- — I — — ^ — m — r— »  n  w  ' — * — (• — F—r- 


^j?— *  p 


-  .\ 

1 

1^ 

1 

a  la 
f  f 

la  la 
4$  g 

la 
# 

la,    Tra    la    la    la  1 

P          '  0    p    f  .  ft 

i  1  1  ! —  - 

a  la 

t  m- 

t= 

la  la 

=F^  

^  LiJ 

la. 

9  ^  

1/    U    1^  l^'l 

>  1 

1/ 

-i=kz=:i?z=::: 

1 

in  color  and  in  outline.  And  so  the  higher  the  culture 
and  information  of  those  whom  art  addresses,  the  more 
exact  and  precise  must  be  what  we  call  its  "  truth  to 
nature."  If  we  turn  to  literature  the  same  thing  is 
true,  and  you  find  works  of  literature  which  may  be 
said  to  be  pure  art.  A  little  song  of  Shakespeare  or 
of  Goethe  is  pure  art,  although  its  intellectual  content 
may  be  nothing.  A  series  of  pictures  is  made  to  pass 
before  your  minds  by  the  meaning  of  words,  and  the 
effect  is  a  melody  of  ideas.  And  if  you  will  let  me 
for  a  moment  speak  of  the  very  highest  forms  of  litera- 
ture, do  we  not  regard  them  as  highest  simply  because 
the  more  we  know  the  truer  they  seem,  and  the  more 
competent  we  are  to  appreciate  beauty  the  more  beau- 
tiful they  are  ?    No  man  ever  understands  Shakespeare 


until  he  is  old,  though  the  youngest  may  admire  him; 
the  reason  being  that  he  satisfies  the  artistic  instinct  of 
the  youngest  and  harmonizes  with  the  ripest  and  rich- 
est experience  of  the  oldest.  It  is  not  a  question 
whether  one  order  of  study  or  another  should  pre- 
dominate, but  rather  of  what  topics  of  education  you 
shall  select,  combining  all  the  needful  elements  in  such 
due  proportion  as  to  give  the  greatest  amount  of  food 
and  support  and  encouragement  to  those  faculties  which 
enable  us  to  appreciate  truth,  and  to  profit  by  those 
sources  of  innocent  happiness  which  are  open  to  us, 
and  at  the  same  time  to  avoid  that  which  is  bad  and 
coarse  and  ugly,  and  to  keep  clear  of  the  multitude  of 
pitfalls  and  dangers  which  beset  those  who  break 
through  the  natural  or  moral  laws. —  TAos.  H.  Huxley. 
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IT  IS  BETTER  TO  LAUGH  THAN  BE  SIGHING. 

Allegretto  non  troppo.  ^  |% 


DoNtZETTl. 

LucREziA  Borgia. 


1.  It    is    bet  -  ter   to  laugh  than  be  sigh 

2.  In  the  world  we  some  be  -  ings  dis  -  cov 


ing,  When  we  think  how  life's  moments  are 
er,  Far    too    frig  -  id    for  friend  or  for 

 K — K — 


— \m — m — m  W- 


fly  -  ing;  For  each  sorrow  fate  ev  -  er  is  bring 
lov  -  er;  Souls  unblest  and  for  -  ev  -  er   re  -  pin 


-f  -  -1^  s-  -{ 

ing,  There's  a  pleasure  in  store  for  us 
ing,  Tho'  good  fortune  around  them  be 


i 


spring -ing.  Tho' our  joys,  like  the  wave  in  the  sunshine.  Gleam  a  while  then  be  lost  to  the 
shin  -  ing.      It    were   well  if  such  hearts  we  could  banish  To  some  plan  -  et   far  dis  -  tant  from 


sight ;  Yet  for  each  sparkling  ray,  That  so  passes  a  -  way.  Comes  another  as  brilliant  and  light, 
ours.  They're  the  dark  spots  we  trace  On  this  earth's  favor'd  space,  They  are  weeds  that  choke  up  the 

[fair  flow'rs 


Tempo  imo.       ^    |>  K 


Then  'tis  bet  -  ter  to  laugh  than  be  sigh    -    ing.  They  are  wise  who  resolve  to  be 


gay,  "When  we  think  how  life's  moments  are  fly     -    ing,  Oh !  en-joy  pleasure's  gifts  while  we  may. 


1/  '1/ 


/ 
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SOLDIERS'  CHORUS. 

SHrited.  .  I 


"  Faust." 
C.  F.  Gounod. 


Glo  -  ry  and  love  to  the  men  of  old,         Their  sons  may  cop  -  y  their  vir  -  tues  bold, 

jm-m^-m—m- 


1^    k  I 


I.  ^ 

-1  •  1  _  1- 


IX  1^  k 


Cour  -  age  in   heart  and  a  sword  in   hand.       Yes,  read-y    to  fight   or  read  -  y  to  die  ior 


^  .  m    m  .  ^  ^ 


i 


t==t 


4  1  1  H- 


Fine. 


I  IX 

ther  -  land. 


Fa 


Who   needs    bidding  to  dare 

■m — ^  ~ 


by     a  trum  -  pet  blown? 

 i2— 


t:=t: 


r-r-r- 


k  1/ 


i 


N  «  •- -m- 


^^^^ 


Who    lacks    pi  -  ty    to     spare,   when  the  field    is    won?       Who  would   fly  from  a  foe, 


if    a  -  lone  or  last  ?    And  boast  he  was  true,  as  coward  might  do,  when  per-il  is  past  ? 


 '  —  I 

^ — 

IX  k 

X  Ix 

1 — \  1      -r      -Ti.               -I  '^-r 

 \  ^— 1  N^— 

§^     ^  . 

Glo  -  ry  and  ] 

ove  to  the  men  of  c 

t  -U4  -1  -4-^ 

j  1*1*1 

Id, 

Their  sons  may 

cop  -  y  their  vir-tues  bold. 

Mill — r-r  r*i^  ■ 

 b^-t- 

— X — 
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Cour  -  age     in   heart,  and  a  sword  in  hand, 

:^±Ft=i:t==t==:[==t=P±=P: 


Read-y    to  fight   for  Fa 


ther 


:(=: 


I 


land. 


Now 


home  a  -  gain, 


we  come,  the  long  and  fie  -  ry  strife  of  bat  -  tie 


-|  b^-i  bP 


r-1  V-J  ^-J— ^ 


o  -  ver. 


Rest         is  pleasant     af    -    ter  toil,  as  hard  as  ours  beneath  a  stranger 


-m—m- 


-I — y^_t — 


f#*-^^ — t- — 1 

-f-tf  #  «l  * 

Ma  -  ny    a  maid-en   fair  is  wait-ing  here  to  greet  her  tru- ant  sol- dier 


:t==t 


1  1  b*^-|  bi^-^t  1  fc^-*-!  bi^-t  biM  b^-t  


lov  -  er,         And  many  a  heart  will  fail,  and  brow  grow  pale  to  hear  the  tale  of  per  -  il  he  has 

~  -m^- -m--^ -m-  ^^-m--m--m.^ 


m 


t — ^ 


I  i/ 

seen.         We  are   at    home,      we  are   at  home,  we  are  at  home,  we  are  at  home. 


V — bi^-t — ^ 


1  1  
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Music  in  Schools. — Controversy  in  reference  to 
the  introduction  of  the  study  of  music  in  public 
schools  is  not  uncommon.  Those  who  oppose,  hold 
that  music  is  a  specialty,  that  there  is  no  general 
necessity  for  its  culture,  because  its  use  is  only  for  the 
few.  A  little  observation  will  show  the  opposite  of 
this  to  be  the  truth.  What,  indeed,  is  more  common 
than  music?  It  follows  us  from  the  cradle  to  the 
grave.    The  infant  is  cradled  with  a  lullaby.  Every 


ingleside  blossoms  with  song.  Every  service  of  the 
sanctuary  is  strengthened  by  it.  Every  emotion  of 
our  human  nature  utters  itself  through  it.  Every 
convention  is  enlivened  by  it.  Almost  every  town 
has  its  band,  and  every  hamlet  its  instrument,  and 
every  hedge  and  grove  their  warblers.  It  is  com- 
mon almost  as  the  air  we  breathe.  The  very  fact  of 
its  use  makes  it  useful,  and  shows  its  need.  But  it 
is  said.  How  can  a  science  so  difficult  and  so  hard 


SWEET  AND  LOW, 

Larghetto.    ^  | 


J.  Barnby. 
Alfred  Tennyson. 


3S 


1,  Sweet  and  low,  sweet  and  low, 

2.  Sleep    and  rest,  sleep  and  rest, 


Wind  of  the  west    -    em  sea  ;  Low,  low. 

Fa  -  ther  will  come  to  thee  soon;  Rest,   rest  on 


breathe  and  blow.  Wind  of  the  west  -  em  sea; 
moth  -  er's  breast,  Fa  -  ther  will  come    to    thee  soon; 


O  -  ver  the    roll    -  ing 

O        -  -        ver  the 

Fa-  ther  will  come  to  his 

Fa      -  -       ther  will 


N  ' 

/ 

8 

to 


wa  -  ters  go,  *-.ome  irom  tne  ay  -  ing  moon  ana  diow 

wa  -  ters  go.       Come  from  the  moon  and  blow, 

babe  in  the  nest,    Sil     -     ver  sails  all  out  of  the  west,  Un  -  der  the     sil  -  ver 

come  to  his  babe,    Sil      -       ver  sails  out       of  the  west, 


roll,  e  dim. 


PP 


me,  While  my  lit  -  tie  one,  while  my  pret  -  ty  one  sleeps, 
moon         Sleep,   my     lit  -   tie  one,  sleep,  my    pret  -  ty     one,  sleep 


r 


■f-  0 


to  master,  be  introduced  into  our  common  schools? 
No  one  expects  the  science  to  be  mastered  in  the 
common  schools.  We  have  grammar ;  but  who  sup- 
poses that  the  common  schools  will  exhaust  the  study, 
and  send  out  accomplished  philologists?  We  have 
reading  and  writing;  but  who  supposes  that  the 
common  schools  are  to  turn  out  finished  scholars  in 
belles-lettres  ?  What  is  desired  is  simply  this, — that 
the  presence  and  power  of  music  shall  be  felt  in  the 


common  schools.  That  the  children  shall  be  able  to 
sing.  That  the  teachers  shall  so  far  master  the  fun- 
damental principles  of  the  science,  as  to  be  able  to 
guide  the  children  in  the  culture  of  this  department 
of  art.  The  mother  needs  it  in  the  family.  Our 
manhood  needs  its  refining  and  hallowing  power. 
Our  churches  demand  it.  Our  very  nature  by  divine 
providence  craves  it,  and  no  primary  or  secondary  in- 
struction can  be  complete  without  it. — E.  E.  Higbee. 
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LOVE  THY  MOTHER,  LITTLE  ONE. 


Air  :  "  To  Alexis.' 


Allegretto  grazioso.  ^  i      '  j*' 

1.  Love  thy   Moth-er,     lit  -  tie     one,     Kiss  and  clasp       her  neck  a  -  gain,      Thou  may'st 

2.  Press  her  lips    the  while  they  glow    With  the   love     they've  never  told;      Thou  may'st 


3^ 

1 

N  1     K  nTIs 

one   day    be  a 
one   day    press  in 

son,          That  shall  mourn  her  loss  in  vain.)   .i.       i  ^i. 

woe^^         Kissing   till   thine  own  are  cold.  |  ^^' ^^^^^^^ 

— >— 

jm'  ^  p  ^  ^ 

=  4=  

bears !  Till  Death  divide      she  will  ca  -  ress  thee,   And     night       and  morn 


her 


I—  i^i  i   ^  1 1  ^ 


lov  -  ing  arms  shall  press  thee.  Mir  -  ror    then  her  love  for  thee,  Gazing  in 


her  tender 


to 


«1  « — q — — ^|-«- 


eyes ;   Thou  one  day      wilt,       sad  -  ly  sigh   -    ing,     Have  no   an     -     swer  to  thy 

I 


crv  -  ing,  Have   no     an  -  swer  to       thy    cry  -  ing;  Love  thy  Mother,  lit  -  tie  one! 


m 


/ 


34 


FLAG  OF  THE  FREE  COLLECTION. 


If  the  voice  be  not  of  the  best,  it  is  of  small  conse- 
quence. The  full-voiced  sound  will  absorb  all  indi- 
viduality of  voice.  Each  will  be  aggregated  with  all. 
The  little  separate  waves  will  go  to  form  an  entire 
ocean  of  sound,  a  multitudinous  oneness  and  massive 
whole,  without  any  prominent  individualizing.  Es- 
pecially is  this  true  when  the  voices  are  under  the 
controlling  and  assimilating  influence  of  a  powerful, 
and  well- played  organ;  and,  in  congregational  sing- 
ing, the  organ  should  have  the  largest  liberty  of  ut- 
terance, the  foundation-stops  being  alone  employed. 
So  then  it  may  be  taken  as  a  fact  that,  in  the  people's 


music  of  the  church,  the  control  and  use  of  the  voice 
require  little  artistic  training,  but  only  so  much  mus- 
ical endowment  as  almost  everybody  naturally  has, 
and  so  much  musical  memory  as  to  remember  such, 
simple  melodies  as  form  the  staple  of  tunes  adapted 
to  general  use.  All  the  better,  to  be  sure,  if  prelim- 
inary training  has  been  secured,  with  some  knowledge 
of  the  elementary  rules  of  music.  This  were  best 
done  in  early  life,  and  while  atschool;  and  we  hesitate 
not  to  say  that  it  is  a  great  mistake  whenever  in  any 
school,  public  or  private,  instruction  in  music  and 
singing  is  omitted  for  what  is  thought  more  practical. 


ROW,  ROW,  CHEERLY  ROW. 


Steady  Time. 


i 


4 


D.  M.  MuLocK. 
Emigrants'  Song." 


1.  Pull,  brave  boys,  pull 

2.  On  through  vir  -  gin 

3.  Build  the    hut  and 


on 
for 
clear 


to  -  geth  -  er,  Row^ 
ests  go  -  ing,  Row, 
the  for  -   est.  Row, 


row,  cheer  -  ly  row, 
row,  cheer  -  ly  row, 
row,     cheer  -  ly  row, 


i 


^  ^ — ^ — ^ 


Hand  to  hand  thro'  wind  and  weath  -  er.  Row,  row,  cheer  -  ly  row.  O'er  the  smooth,  deep 
Where  the  might  -  y  riv  -  er's  flow  -  ing.  Row,  row,  cheer  -  ly  row,  "With  the  old  land 
lielp  will  come  when  need  is      sor  -  est.  Row,   row,  cheer  -  ly     row»  Nev  -  er     let  our 


i 


V? 


P 


1 


— ^ 


wa  - 

far 

cour- 


ters  glid  -  ing.  Row,  row,  cheer  -  ly  row.  Or  the  ra  -  pids  dark  di  -  vid  -  ing, 
be  -  hind  us.  Row,  row,  cheer  -  ly  row,  "Where  the  new  -  land  home  shall  find  us, 
age   fail     us.  Row,  row,  cheer  -  ly     row,  Nev  -  er     let     one  friend  be  -  wail  us, 


Chorus, 


i 


f 


Z2 


Row,     row,  cheer  -  ly     row.    Pull,  my  boys,  pull  on 


to  -  geth  -  er,  Row,  row. 


1 

cheer -ly     row.   Hand  to  hand  thro' wind  and  weath  -  er.  Row,      row,   cheer -ly  row. 


-10  IS- 
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CHRISTMAS  IS  COMING. 


1.  "I       want  for  -  ty    doz  -  en     of     fine  wax -en     dolls.      And  for  -  ty  -  four  thousand  be  ■ 

2.  "There's  Malcolm,  and  Har-ry,  and   Clarence,  and  John,      Hope  no  end   of  hoi  -  i  -  day 

3.  "And    wonder  -  ful  pic -tures,  books, mu- sic,  and  flowers,   And  birds  singing  gai-ly  in 

>-&r-     ^  —  — 


side  them;  I've  a  tel  -  e  -  phone  or -der  for  good  bouncing  balls,  So  ma-ny  I  never  can 
treas  -  ure;  Of  San  -  ta  Claus' vis -it  from  evening  till  dawn  They  talk  or  they  dream  without 
ca    -    ges,  Ten  thousand  good  things  to  make  happy  the  hours  Of    folks  of    all   sta  tions  and 


 \  ^         1/ — \^  ^  ^   


hide  them!        Toys  needed  by  millions,  and  trumpets,  and  drums,  "With  cargoes  of  candies  as - 
meas  -  ure.        There's  Nellie,  and  Jennie,  and  Mary,  and  Bess,What  rare  things  they'd  have  me  go 
a    -     ges.        Move  lively,  my  lads,  with  full  boxes  and  trays,  Kind    people  will  ev-'ry-where 


sort  -  ed,  And  oranges,  almonds,  and  sweet  su  -  gar  plums,  Quick  pack  them  or  have  them  im- 
hunt  -  ing!  The  darlings  I  love  them,  and  always  can  guess  jSilks,  ribbons,  furs,  jewels  they're 
hail    them,  The    time  is  fast  speeding  and  it  would  a  -  maze 'If      San  -  ta  Claus  ev-er  should 


port  -  ed.  ^ 

want  -  ing.  >  For  Christmas  is  coming,  a  week  from  to-morrow.  And  all  must  be  read  -  y,  be- 
fall them.  1 


lieve  me ;  If  Santa  Claus  missed  it,  ah !  there  would  be  sorrow,  From  blame  none  could  ever  relieve  me. 
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Results. — There  is  a  common  but  erroneous  im- 
pression that  only  a  favored  few  can  learn  music. 
In  the  schools  of  New  Haven,  "two  hundred  and 
forty-eight  children  out  of  six  thousand  were  found 
unable  to  sing  the  scale,  and  one  hundred  and  forty 
of  these  belonged  to  the  primary  grades;"  that  is,  out 
of  this  multitude,  only  one  hundred  and  eight  above 
the  primary  grades  could  not  sing.  The  superinten- 
dent says:  "A  systematic  course  of  training  the 
voices  of  the  little  ones  in  the  primary  rooms  has  been 
commenced.  Thus  far  the  experiment  has  been  a 
complete  success.  Children  from  five  to  eight  years 
of  age  readily  sing  the  scale,  both  singly  and  in  con- 
cert, and  read  from  the  blackboard,  notes  on  the  staff 
by  numerals  and  syllables  with  as  little  hesitation  as 
they  call  the  letters  and  words  of  their  reading  les- 
sons."   In  the  Hancock  School,  of  Boston,  of  about 


one  thousand  girls,  less  than  a  dozen  were  unfitted 
from  all  causes  for  attaining  to  a  fair  degree  of  suc- 
cess in  singing.  The  U.  S.  Commissioner  of  Educa- 
tion, when  visiting  the  schools  in  New  Haven,  was 
surprised  and  gratified  at  hearing  children  in  the 
primary  schools,  sing  at  sight  exercises  marked  on  the 
blackboard  by  the  teacher :  "The  exercises  are  placed 
on  the  blackboard  in  the  presence  ot  the  scholars,  and 
they  are  required  to  sing  them  once  through  without 
the  aid  of  teacher  or  instrument,  and  aie  marked 
accordingly."  In  primary  schools,  gymnastic  exer- 
cises often  accompany  the  singing.  When  children 
are  trained  to  erect  posture,  and  the  right  use  of  the 
vocal  organs,  speaking,  reading,  and  singing  are  most 
invigorating  exercises;  expanding  the  chest,  pro- 
moting deep  breathing,  quickening  the  circulation, 
and  arousing  both  the  physical  and  mental  energies. 


BABY  BYE,  HERE'S  A  FLY 

Lively. 


Geo.  B.  Loomis.    By  permission. 
From  "  Loomis' s  Progressive  Lessons.' 


fly. 

head 


We     will  watch  him,  you     and     I.     How  he 
Rain  -  bows  on      his  wings  are  spread !  That  small 


crawls  up  the  walls,  Yet  he  nev  -  er  falls! 
speck    is     his  neck,  See  him  nod  and    back  I 

r  1*-  .-r 


be-lieve,  with  those  six  legs, 
can  show  you,  if    you  choose, 

-^m — i 


-9-  -9- 


You  and  I  could  walk  on  eggs !  There  he  goes,  on  his  toes,  Tick-ling  ba  -  by's  nose. 
Where  to  look  to  find  his  shoes;  Three  small  pairs,  made  of  hairs,  These  he  always  wears. 


m 


i 


Black  and  brown  is  his  gown, 
He  can  wear  it  upside  down! 
It  is  laced  round  his  waist, 
I  admire  his  taste! 
Pretty  as  his  clothes  are  made. 
He  will  spoil  ihem,  I'm  afraid. 
If  to-night  he  gets  sight 
Of  the  candle-light. 

In  the  sun  webs  are  spun. 
What  if  he  gets  into  one? 
When  it  rains  he  complains 
On  the  window  panes. 
Tongues  to  talk  have  you  and  I, 
God  has  given  the  little  fly 
No  such  things;  so  he  sing? 
With  his  buzzing  wings. 


He  can  eat  bread  and  meat, 
See  his  mouth  between  his  feet ! 
On  his  back  is  a  sack 
Like  a  peddler's  pack. 
Does  the  baby  understand? 
Then  the  fly  skall  kiss  her  hand; 
Put  a  crumb  on  her  thumb, 
May  be  he  will  come. 

Round  and  round  on  the  ground, 
On  the  ceiling  he  is  found ; 
Catch  him?    No.    Let  him  go. 
Never  hurt  him  so! 
Now  you  see  his  wings  of  silk 
Drabbled  in  the  Baby's  milk. 
Fie!  oh  fie!  foolish  fly! 
How  will  you  get  dry  ? 


All  wet  flies  twist  their  thighs; 
So  they  wipe  their  head  and  eyes. 
Cats,  you  know,  wash  just  so; 
Then  their  whiskers  grow ! 
Flies  have  hair  too  small  to  comb; 
Flies  go  all  bareheaded  home; 
But  the  gnat  wears  a  hat: 
Do  you  laugh  at  that? 

Flies  can  see  more  than  we. 
So  how  bright  their  eyes  must  be! 
Little  fly,  mind  your  eye, 
Spiders  are  near  by. 
For  a  secret  I  can  tell. 
Spiders  will  not  treat  you  well; 
Haste  away,  do  not  stay, 
Little  fly,  good  day! 
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THE  MOWERS'  SONG. 


German  Air. 


1 


1 .  When  early  morning's  ruddy  light  Bids  man  to  labor  go ;  We  haste  with  scythes  all  sharp  and  bright  The 

2.  The  cheerful  lark  sings  sweet  and  clear,  The  black-bird  chirps  away,  And  all  is  lively,sprightly  here  Like 

3.  The  maidens  come  in  gladsome  train,  And  skip  along  their  way,  Rejoiced  to  tread  the  grassy  plain  And 


meadow  grass  to  mow. 
mer  -  ry,  mer  -  ry  May. 
toss    the  new-mown  hay. 


We  mow  -  ers,  dal 
We  mow  -  ers,  dal 
The  maid-ens,  dal 

t==Ft:— U-U- 


de 
de 
de 


ral 
ral 
ral 


day, 
day, 
day, 


We   cut    the  lil  -  ies  and 
We  roll  the  swaths  of  green 
They  rake   the  lil  -  ies  and 

L  .m-  -m-  jm-  -m-  -m 


I 

ha !  ha !  ha !  ha !  ha  !  ha !  Hey,  day,  dey,  yes,  hey,  dey,  dey,  We  cut  the  lil  -  ies  and  hay. 
ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  ha !  Hey,  dey,  dey,  yes,  hey,  dey,  dey,  We  roll  the  swaths  of  green  hay. 
ha !  ha  !  ha !  ha !  ha !  ha !  Hey,  dey,  dey,  yes,  hey,  dey,  dey.  They  rake  the  lil  -  ies  and  hay. 


V— b^— t^— 


THE  MILL-WHEEL. 

Lively.  _  _^ 


Kindergarten. 


^    "1^  "i^"  '1^  itt   ^  ^    -w  'W~  » 

1.  The  mill-wheels  are  clapping;  the  brook  turns  them  round,  clip,  clap !  By  day  and  by  night  is  the 

2.  How    bu  -  sy  the  wheels  are  in  turn-ing  the  stone,  clip,  clap !     And  grinding  so  fine  -  ly  the 

^         .0.  ^.  ^  wwv-w^ 


-yfr-r-r-r— rJu-^^ 

*-b^— b^— b»^— t  b^-^-*^  


grain  be-ing  ground,  clip,  clap ! 
grain  we  have  grown,  clip,  clap ! 


b^— b^- 


^    ^     ^        \  ^ 

The  mill  -  er   is   jol  -  ly  and    ev  -  er    a  -  lert.  That 

The   bak  -  er  the  flour  for  the  bak  -  ing  will  use,  And 

^.       ^.  ^ 


we  may  have  bread  and  be  glad  -like  a  bird,  clip,  clap, 
make  us  a  roll,  or    a    cake  if  we  choose,  clip,  clap. 


clip,  clap,  clip,  clap  ! 
clip,  clap,       clip,  clap ! 


38 


FLAG  OF  THE  FREE  COLLECTION. 


Religion  has  yoked  all  the  arts  and  sciences  to  her 
chariot,  and  one  of  the  first  of  them  was  poetry,  which 
expresses  for  us  that  to  which  logic  and  science  cannot 
give  utterance.  Who  does  not  thrill  at  the  hymn  of 
John  Henry  Newman,  "  Lead,  Kindly  Light,"  written 
when  he  felt  the  impending  change  of  his  whole  life, 
that  was  to  alienate  him  from  so  many  friends  and  cast 
so  much  suspicion  on  him  ?  Who  does  not  feel  the  im- 
pulse of  Bernard's  "  Jerusalem  the  Golden,"  or  the  Veni, 
Creator,  written  in  the  time  of  Charlemagne  ?  Such 


hymns  are  outside  of  dogma  j  they  are  common  to  all 
churches.  Catholic  and  Protestant.  But  you  say  these 
are  too  old  for  the  Sunday-school.  Perhaps  they  are, 
yet  they  are  far  better  for  such  use  than  the  doggerel 
verses  so  often  employed.  Hymns,  if  they  must  be  sim- 
ple, must  also  be  dignified ;  it  is  absurd  to  set  a  great 
bearded  fellow  singing  of  his  little  hands  and  feet,  of 
his  fresh,  clean  face.  It  is  no  doubt  necessary  to  teach 
children  hymns  they  understand,  but  their  future  must 
be  looked  to ;  thus  it  is  well  to  teach  them  hymns  they 


WHAT  IS  HOME  WITHOUT  A  MOTHER? 

Moderato. 


Alice  Hawthorne. 
Per.  Oliver  Ditson  &  Co. 


When  her  lov 
And    how  soon,   e  en 
But       a     moth  -  er 

J3 


ing    smile  no    long  -  er 


in  our  childhood, 
lost  in  childhood 


Greets  the  coming,  coming  of  our  feet?  The 
We  behold  her  turning,  turn -ing  grey :  Her 
Grieves  the  heart,  the  heart  from  day  to  day;  We 


days  seem  long,  the  nights  are  drear, 
eye  grows  dim,  her  step  is  slow; 
miss  her    kind,     her       will   -  ing  hand. 


iSr-  *  • 

And  time  rolls  slow  -  ly  on:  And 

Her  joys    of  earth  are  past;  And 

Her  fond  and  ear  -  nest  care;  And 


-r—r 


m 


I  I 


I   I  1 


pis 


9  . 


oh !  how  few  are  childhood's  pleasures, 
some -times  'ere  we  learn  to  know  her, 
oh!     how    dark    is     life      a -round  us, 

I 


When  her  gen  -  tie,  gen  -  tie  care    is  gone. 
She  hath  breath'd  on  earth,  on  earth  her  last. 
What  is  home  without,  without  her  there. 


do  not  wholly  understand,  that  they  may  grow  up  with 
their  ideas  in  them.  Are  not  literary  tastes  formed  in 
part  by  the  selections  in  reading-books  that  we  do  not, 
as  children,  fully  understand  ?  Like  the  choice  of  these 
prose  selections  should  be  that  of  Sunday-school  hymns ; 
especially  so  should  it  be  for  those  who  are  just  about 
entering  on  manhood  and  womanhood.  They  should 
be  given  that  which  will  be  of  greatest  use  to  them. 

Helen  sat  down  at  the  piano.  Her  time  was  perfect 
and  she  never  blundered  a  note.    She  played  well  and 


woodenly,  and  had  for  her  reward  a  certain  wooden  sat- 
isfaction in  her  own  performance.  The  music  she  chose 
was  good  of  its  kind,  but  had  more  to  do  w^ith  the  in- 
strument than  the  feelings,  was  more  dependent  upon 
the  execution  than  the  expression.  Bascombe  yawned 
behind  his  handkerchief,  and  Wingfold  gazed  at  the 
profile  of  the  player,  wondering  how,  with  such  fine 
features  and  complexion,  with  such  a  fine  shaped  and 
well-set  head,  her  face  should  be  so  far  short  of  inter- 
esting. It  seemed  a  face  that  had  no  story. — Macdonald* 
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OUR  MOTHER'S  WAY. 


David  Lee. 


Andantino. 


Uft  within  our  lit -tie  cottage,  As  the  shadows  gently  fall,    While  the  sunlight  touches  softly 

2.  If  our  home  be  bright  and  cheery.  If  it  hold  a  welcome  true,    Opening  wide  its  door  of  greeting 

3.  Sometimes  when  our  hearts  grow  weary.  Or  our  task  seems  very  long.  When  our  burdens  look  too  heavy, 


One  sweet  face  up  -  on  the  wall,  Do  we  gather  there  together,  And  in  qui  -  et  tender  tone, 
To  the  many — not  the  few;  If  we  share  our  Father's  bounty  With  the  needy,  day  by  day. 
And  we  deem  the  right  all  wrong.  Then  we  gain  anew  fresh  courage.  As  we  rise,  to  proudly  say : 


^^^^^^^^ 


Ask  each  other  kind  forgiveness  For  the  wrong  that  each  has  done , 
'Tis  because  our  hearts  remember  This  was  ever  mother's  way. 
"Let  us  do  our  duty  bravely,  This  was  our  dear  mother's  way." 


Should  you  wonder  at  this  custom 
Thus  we  keepher  mem'ry  precious, 
Thus  we  keep  her  mem'ry  precious, 


^^^^^ 


^  ^  ^         -  -       -  -  ^  .J. 

At  the  ending  of  the  day.  Eye  and  voice  would  quickly  answer, "  It  was  once  our  mother's  way." 
While  we  never  cease  to  pray.  That  the  evening  find  us  waiting  To  go  home  our  mother's  way. 
While  we  never  cease  to  pray.  That  the  evening  find  us  waiting  To  go  home  our  mother's  way. 

-4P 


CLOVER  SO  WHITE. 


1.  There  is  a  little  perfumed  flow'r,The  clover  so  white,  clover  so  white,  It  might  well  grace  the  loveliest  boM-'r, 

2.  Nature  perchance,  in  careless  hour,  Oh,  clover  so  white,  clover  so  white,  With  pencil  dry  did  paint  thy  flow'r, 


Yet  poet  ne'er  hath  deigned  to  sing  Of  this  fair,  humble  rustic  thing.  Clover  so  white,  dover  so  white. 
Yet  instant  blushed,  such  fault  to  be.  And  gave  thee  double  fragrancy.  Clover  so  white,  clover  so  white ! 
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FLAG  OF  THE  FREE  COLLECTION. 


In  the  conservatory  there  are  not  only  classes  for 
instruction  in  special  technique,  but  among  the  artists 
gathered  in  such  a  musical  centre  there  are  many  who 
have  the  gift  of  expressing  themselves  attractively  as 
well  as  intelligently  on  subjects  directly  and  indirectly 
connected  with  art.  These  gentlemen  from  time  to  time 
give  lectures  on  special  points  as  well  as  musical  instruc- 
tion; there  are  also  organ  and  piano  recitals,  with  care- 
ful analyses  of  works  of  the  best  masters  by  competent 
persons,  who  in  turn  are  ready  and  eager  to  give  added 


information  by  answering  questions.  The  pupils  them- 
selves, as  they  become  sufficiently  advanced,  take  part 
in  pupils'  concerts,  open  to  their  friends.  During  each 
term  exhibition  concerts  are  given.  There  are  har- 
mony classes  and  classes  in  sight  singing,  all  free  to  the 
pupils,  the  terms  for  whose  instruction  are  placed  at  the 
lowest  possible  point.  The  utmost  order  and  regularity 
prevail,  a  high  standard  is  demanded  and  preserved, 
an  esprit  de  corps  being  established  which  is  in  itself  a 
safeguard.    There  is  also  a  liberal  and  well-chosen 


MY  MOTHER'S  BIBLE. 


Henry  Russell. 
Georgk  p.  Morris. 


^^^^ 


is    all  that's    left    me  now !  Tears    will      un  -  bid  -  den 

do    I     re  -  mem  -  ber  those  Whose  names  these  rec  -  ords 

ther  read  this      ho  -  ly  book  To       broth  -  ers,  sis  -  ters 

est  friend  man     ev  -  er  knew.  Thy      con  -  stan-cy  I've 


start;  With 

bear :  Who 

dear;  How 

tried ;  Where 


fait  -  'ring    lip      and  throb  -  bing  brow 

round  the   hearth-stone  used      to  close 

calm  was  my     poor  moth  -  er's  look, 

all  were  false,     I  found  thee  true, 


to  my  heart.  For 
ev'  -  ning    prayer.  And 


I     press  it 
Af  -   ter  the 

Who  leaned  God's  word  to  hear.  Her 
My   coun  -  sel  -  lor      and     guide.  The 

m  m—jfz. 


ma  -  ny  gen  -  er   -    a    -  tions  past.  Here      is  our   fam  -  'ly 

speak  of  what  these    pa   -  ges    said,  In  tones  my  heart  would 

an   -  gel  face —  I      see  it      yet!  What  throng  -  ing  mem  -  'ries 

mines  of  earth  no     treas  -  ure     give  That  could  this  vol  -  ume 


r  • 

tree; 
thrill! 
come! 
buy; 


My 
Tho' 
A  - 
In 


rit. 


i3 


mo  - 
they 
gain 
teach 


ther's  hands  this 

are    with  the 

that     lit   -  tie 

ing     me  the 


Bi  -  ble  clasped;  She, 

si   -  lent    dead,  Here 

group  is      met  With 

way  to      live,  It 


dy    -  ing, 

are  they 

in  the 

taught  me 


gave 
liv  - 
halls 
how 


it  me. 

ing  still, 

of  home, 

to  die. 


f 


musical  library,  and  a  disposition  on  the  part  of  teachers 
and  professors  to  facilitate  in  every  way  the  progress  of 
the  pupils  by  answering  and  inciting  questions,  and 
clearing  up  all  doubtful  subjects.  The  best  teachers, 
the  best  methods,  the  greatest  facility,  at  the  smallest 
expense  to  the  greatest  number — this  is  the  true  dem- 
ocratic system  of  education,  which  underlies  all  broad, 
far-reaching  educational  systems  the  world  over.  All 
colleges,  all  universities  (if  we  except  individual  in- 


stances where  a  false  principle  may  have  intruded ), 
are  founded  upon  this  basjs ;  the  members  of  these  in- 
stitutions become  citizens  of  an  intellectual  and  aesthetic 
commonwealth,  enjoying  its  immunities  and  privileges 
in  the  same  broad  sense  that  a  citizen  of  the  political 
commonwealth  enjoys  the  varied  facilities  and  safe- 
guards of  a  great  city,  its  wise  sanitary  regulations,  ex- 
tensive libraries,  public  parks,  etc.,  only  possible  in 
the  aggregation  of  humanity  which  constitutes  a  city. 
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WE  LAY  US  DOWN  TO  SLEEP. 

Cres. 


R.  SCHOMANN. 

Air  from  Traumekbi.' 


^    -5^^^J^P^-»-»i-  1/  •         »  V  ^  \^    ^  dim. 

1.  We   lay      us  cdmly  down  to  sleep,  When  friendly  night  is  come,and  leave  To  God  the  rest; 

2.  As    sinks    the  sun  in  western  skies,  When  day  is  done,  and  twilight  dim  Comes  silent  on, 

3.  Why  vex    oursoulswithwearingcare?  Why  shun  the  grave,for  aching  head  So  cool  and  low? 

4.  Some  oth  -  er  hand  the  task  can  take.    If      so  it  seem-eth  best,  the  task  By  us  begun ; 


p  ^  ^  ^  -T'  m 


44-1-^- 


Wheth  -er  we  wake  to  smile  or  weep.  Or  wake  no  more  on  Time's  fair  shore,  He  knoweth  best, 
So    fades  the  world's  most  luring  prize.  On  eyes  that  close  in  deep  repose,Till  wakes  the  dawn , 

Have  we  found  life  so  passing  fair.  So  grand  to  be,  so  sweet  that  we  Should  dread  to  go? 
No   work  for  which^we  need  to  wake.  In  joy  or  grief,  for  life  so  brief,  Beneath  the  sun. 


^  ^  0  ^  T'  m- 


Rti.  e  dim 


\  I 

Chorus,  cres. 


dim. 


i 


2^ 


_  .  "(SI— 

He  know-eth  best.  ^ 

Shluldd^ad  to'  ^Z^'  \   ^  Fa-ther,blessin  love  thy  child!  We  lay   us  down  to  sleep. 
Be-neath   the   suo.  ' 


 ^ 


SOFTLY  NOW  THE  LIGHT  OF  DAY. 


Donizetti. 


Soft  -  ly  now  the  light  of  day  Fades  up  -  on  my  sight  a  -  way ;  Free  from  care,  from 
2.  Soon  for    me  the  light  of  day     Shall  for- ev-  er      pass     a -way;  Then,  from  sin  and 


la  -  bor  free,  Lord,  I  would  commune  with  Thee.  Thou,  whose  all  -  per  -  va  -  ding  eye 
sor  -  row  free.   Take  me.  Lord,  to  dwell  with  Thee.  Thou  who,  sin  -  less,  yet  hast  known 


Naught  escapes,  without,  within.  Pardon  each  in  -  firm  -  i  -  ty,  O  -  pen  fault,  and  se  -'cret  sin. 
All  of  man's  in  -  firm-i-ty.  Then,  from  Thine  e  -  ter  -  nal  throne,  Jesus,  look  with  pitying  eye. 
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A  Teacher. — Charles  Sumner  once  paid  the  fol- 
lowing tribute  to  Justice  Story :  "  Besides  learning 
unsurpassed  in  his  profession,  he  displayed  other  qual- 
ities not  less  important  in  the  character  of  a  teacher 
— goodness,  benevolence,  and  a  willingness  to  teach. 
Only  a  good  man  can  be  a  teacher,  only  a  benevo- 
lent man,  only  a  man  willing  to  teach.  He  was  filled 
with  a  desire  to  teach.  He  sought  to  mingle  his 
mind  with  that  of  his  pupil.  He  held  it  a  blessed 
office  to  pour  into  the  souls  of  the  young,  as  into  ce- 
lestial urns,  the  fruitful  water  of  knowledge.  He  well 
knew  that  the  knowledge  imparted  is  trivial  compared 
with  that  awakening  of  the  soul  under  the  influence 
of  which  the  pupil  himself  becomes  a  teacher.  All 
of  knowledge  we  can  communicate,  is  finite ;  a  few 


pages,  a  few  chapters,  a  few  volumes,  will  embrace 
it.  But  such  an  influence  is  of  incalculable  power ;  it  ' 
is  the  breath  of  a  n«w  life;  it  is  another  soul.  In 
Story,  the  spirit  spake,  not  with  the  voice  of  an  earth- 
ly calling,  but  with  the  gentleness  and  self-forgetful 
earnestness  of  one  who  was  pleading  in  behalf  of  jus- 
tice, of  knowledge,  of  human  happiness.  His  well- 
loved  pupils  hung  upon  his  lips,  and  as  they  left  his 
presence,  confessed  a  more  exalted  reverence  for  vir- 
tue, and  warmer  love  of  knowledge  for  its  own  sake," 
Could  not  something  be  done,  in  our  smaller 
towns  it  may  be,  towards  collecting  the  boys  from  the 
streets  in  the  evening  and  forming  them  into  a  singing; 
society  ?  Though  they  should  meet  but  once  a  week^ 
how  much  good  might  thus  be  accomplished. — Merz. 


MEEK  AND  LOWLY. 


Music  by  S.  Glover. 
Author  unknown. 


1.  Meek  and  low.  ly,  pure  and    ho  -  ly,  Chief  a  -  mong  the  «  Blessed  Three,"  Turning 

2.  Hop  -  ing    ev  -  er,    fail  -  ing  nev  -  er,  Tho'  deceiv  d,   be  -  liev-ing     still ;    Long  a- 


sadness  in  -  to  gladness,  Heav'n-born  art  thou,  Char- i  -  ty !  Pit-y  dwelleth  in  thy 
bid-ing,  all  con  -  fid  -  ing.  To  thy  heav'n  -  ly   Father's  will ;  Never     weary    of  well- 


bosom,  Kindness  reigneth  o'er    thy    heart ;  Gentle  thoughts  a-lone  can  sway  thee.  Judgment 


i=-t=t=  t  : 

~U— — — — ' 

U  U  1  u 

r  ^ 

L_j  ^   Li»   U   'l  j 

aU  ^      like   befriend  }  ^^^^  "     P"^^^  ^"^^       '      ^^'^^  ^"  ""^^^  the  «  Blessed 


Three,"  Turning    sad  -  ness    in  -  to     gladness,  Heav'n-born  art  thou,     Char-i    -  ty. 


 ^  •  "T" ,  1 

 \m  ♦   \M  1 

ft  5?:  3?:  3?:  :g: 

— s= 
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NEARER,  MY  GOD,  TO  THEE. 


Reverently. 


Lowell  Mason.—  "  Bethany. 
Sarah  F.  Adams,  1848. 


4=t 


5=^ 


E'en  though  a  cross  it  be 
Dark-ness    be     o  -  ver  me, 


1.  Near  -  er,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Near- er     to  Thee^i 

2.  Though  like  a     wan-der  -  er.     The   sun  gone  down. 


-X 


11— -pr 


3=t 


1 — k-r 


\ — tr 


ZJ.^*.  Near  -  er,    my  God,  to  Thee, 


Near  -  er    to     Thee  ! 


.  There  let  the  way  appear 
Steps  unto  heaven ; 
All  that  Thou  sendest  me, 

In  mercy  given  ; 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
I :  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, : 
Nearer  to  Thee ! 


4.  Then  with  my  waking  thoughts 
Bright  with  Thy  praise, 
Out  of  my  stony  griefs 

Bethel  I'll  raise; 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
]:  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  :| 
Nearer  to  Thee ! 


Or  if  on  joyful  wing, 

Cleaving  the  sky, 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot^ 

Upward  I  fly, 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
]:  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,:j 

Nearer  to  Thee. 


HOW  GENTLE  GOD'S  COMMANDS. 

Slow  and  Soft. 


H.  G.  Nageli. — "  Dennis. 


1.  How 

2.  Be  - 

3.  Why 

4.  His 


gen  -  tie  God's   com-mandsl     How      kind  His     pre  -  cepts 

neath    His  watch  -  ful       eye,       His       saints  se  -  cure   -  ly 

should  this  anx  -  ious      load       Press     down  your    wea   -  ry 

good  -  ness  stands    ap  -  proved  Through  each  sue  -  ceed  -  ing 

-j^ — ^-1—  r— r-*^' — j— *i  I  €L- 


are ! 
dwell : 
mind  ? 
day; 


I  I 

Come,    cast    your   bur  -  dens    on       the  Lord, 
That      hand  which  bears    ere  -  a   -    tion  up. 
Haste     to      your   Heavenly      Fa  -  ther's  throne, 
I'll       drop     my     bur  -  den    at       His  feet 


And  trust  His    con  -  stant  care. 

Shall  guard  His    chil  -  dren  well. 

And  sweet  re  -  fresh  -  ment  find. 

And  bear  a     song      a  -  way. 


i 


 h — m — ^ 


3.  'Tis  He  that  works  to  will, 
'Tis  He  that  works  to  do ; 
His  is  the  power  by  which  we  act. 
His  be  the  glory  too. 

Beddome,  1795. 


Heirs  of  unending  life, 

While  yet  we  sojourn  here, 

O  let  us  our  salvation  work 
With  trembling  and  with  fear. 


[  Or  this  Hymn.'\ 
2.  God  will  support  our  hearts 

With  might  before  unknown ; 
The  work  to  be  performed  is  ours. 
The  strength  is  all  His  own. 
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HALLELUJAH  CHORUS. 

j  Allegro  maestoso. 


G.  F.  Hakdhl. 

I     ^  N 


Hal .  le  -  lu-jah !    Hal  -  le  -  lu-jah !  Halle  -  lu-jah !  Halle-lu-jah 


-iah!  Hal-le  - 


lu-jah!  Hal-le- lu-jah! 

^ 


Hal -le- lu-jah!  Halle-lu-jah!  Halle-lu-jah!  Hal-le  -  lu  -jah!    For    the  Lord  God  Omnipotent 


reigneth!  Hal-le  -  lu-jah!  Halle -lujah!  Halle  -  lu-jah!  Halle-lu-jah!  For  the  Lord  God  Omnipotent 


fc^ 


J2- 


reign  -  eth!  Hal-le  -  lu-jah!  Hal-le-lu-jah!  Halle  -  lu  -  jah!  Hal-le -lu  -  jah! 


The 


-r^.r?^  -rrrf  ^ 

^   p  / 


1 

^  1  1 

J  -r 

.._L,  

SI 


I  I 

Christ ;  and  he  shall  reign  for  ever  and  ever,  King  of   kings . 


rialle- lu-jah!  Halle- 


— p  - 

' — 1 

for-ev-er  and 

ev  -  er, 
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and  Lord'  ^of  lords 


1^  k 

lu-jah! 


»^      V   ^  k  I    I     I     1*^  I  I 

for-ev-er  and  ev  -  er,  Halle  -  lu-  jah  !  Halle  -  lujah !  King  of  kings,  and  Lords  of 


f^^        ,  r-.rf  r-rr rA^^--rs--Jg^^^r 


5^ 


lords !  and  he  shall  reign  for  ever  and  ever,  and  he  shall  reign  for  -   ev-er  and  ev 


m 


f 


^  ^ 


er.    King  of 


and  he  shall  reign  for  -  ev-er  and  ev  -  er. 


^^^^^^ 


■=i-d- 


for-ev  -  er  and  ev  -  er. 


1/  1/  u» 

Hal-le  -  lu-jah !  Halle  -  lujah !  and  he  shall  reign  for-ever,  for 
kings,   and  Lord  of  lords !  

•J..  >J  J   ^J.  _J 


kings,  for-ev  -  er  and  e  v  -  er. 


Halle  -  lu-jah!  Halle  -  lu-jah! 


and 


cv  -  er  and  ev    -    er,  King  of   kings,  and  Lords  of  lords !  King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords !  and  he  shall 


he  shall  reign  for 


er,       King      of     kings,       and  Lord  of 

J  1- 


reign  for  -  ev  -  er  and  ev  -  er  and  ev    -     er,   for  -  ev-er     and  ev  -  er,     for  -  ev-er  and 


r-  \^  ^  r- 


■  0  ^ 

fa  h  h  ^    h  h  . 

ev-er,  Hal-! 

e- lu-jah!  Hal-le  - 

'■r-f^  -r-r- 

lu-jah!  Hal-le- 

u-j 

ah!  Hal-le  -  1 

•1  MP  19 

u-jah!     Hal-le  -  lu-jah! 

 l-LJ  LJx^ 
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The  voice  glides  on  at  its  own  sweet  will  in  speak- 
ing, obeying  no  rule  whatever,  whilst  in  song  it  springs 
or  drops  from  one  tone  to  the  next  over  strictly  measured 
gaps.  In  singing,  short  syllables  are  lengthened  out 
and  cease  in  fact  to  be  short,  and,  except  in  certain 
kinds  of  dramatic  singing  and  in  recitative,  the  accent 
naturally  falls  on  the  vowels  and  not  on  the  consonants. 
In  speaking,  only  the  lower  third  of  the  voice  is  em- 
ployed a  rule,  whilst  in  singing  the  greatest  effect 
is  generally  produced,  except  in  the  case  of  contraltos 


and  basses,  by  the  use  of  the  upper  and  middle  notes. 
In  speech  the  range  of  tone,  even  in  the  most  excitable 
persons,  hardly  ever  exceeds  half  an  octave ;  in  singing 
the  average  compass  is  two  octaves.  Singing  tends  to 
preserve  purity  of  language,  the  rules  which  govern 
the  utterance  of  every  note  also  affecting  the  articulate 
element  combined  with  it  and  keeping  the  words  cast 
in  fixed  forms — a  stereotype  of  sound,  if  I  may  venture 
the  metaphor.  Speech,  on  the  other  hand,  like  hand- 
writing, is  always  changing. — Sir  Morell  Mackenzie. 


NOW  I  LAY  ME  DOWN  TO  SLEEP. 

Andante  con  molto  esfiressione. 


Henry  R.  Allen. 


1.  Near  the  camp-fire's  flick'ring  light 

2.  Sad  -  ly  sings  the  whip-poor-will 

3.  'Mid  those  stars  one  face  I  see — 

4.  Fainter  grows  the  flick'ring  light, 


In  my  blanket  bed  I  lie. 
In  the  boughs  of  yonder  tree. 
One  the  Saviour  called  away — 
As  each  ember  slowly  dies; 


Gazing  thro'  the  shades  of 
Laughingly  the  dancing 
Moth  -  er,  who  in  infan- 
Plain  -  tively  the  birds  of 


night 

rill 

cy 

night 


At  f  he  twinkling  stars  on  high. 
Swells  tlie  midnight  melo  -  dy. 
Taught  my  baby  lips  to  pray. 
Fill  the  air  with  sadd'ning  cries. 


O'er  me  spirits  in  the  air 
Foeman  may  be  lurking  near 
Her  sweet  spirit  hovers  near, 
O  -  ver  me  they  seem  to  cry : 


Si  -  lent  vig  -  ils 
In  the  canyon 
In  the  lone  -  ly 
You  may  nev  -  er 


As  I  breathe  my  childhood's  prayer, 
Low  I  breathe  in  Je  -  sus'  ear: 
Take  me  to  her,  Saviour  dear, 
Low  I  lisp:  "If  I  should  die. 


seem  to  keep, 
dark  and  deep, 
moun  -  tain  brake, 
more     a  -  wake." 


"  Now    I   lay  me  down  to 
I  pray  the  Lord  my  soul  to 
If  I  should  die  before  I 
I  pray  the  Lord  my  soul  to 


sleep." 
keep." 
wake." 
take." 


-t^-t  bp»-L 


t=X=B. 


•I — —I — I — I — m—\ — 


^  ^  ^  ^ 


^^^^ 


Coda  ( after  last  verse.)  Softly  and  tenderly. 
--g   ^==1SZI^ 

:=1: 


Now      I      lay    me  down   to  sleep, 

I     h  ^  ^  1 


I    pray  the  Lord 

^  ^  h 


I 

my  soul    to  keep; 


If 


I      should  die     be  -  fore     I  wake, 


-p^lJ—  p   —7 

I     pray   the    Lord     my    soul      to  take." 
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EVE'S  LAMENTATION. 


Andante  affettuoso.  .       |        I       1^  i 


-1— ]- 


■G>— — 


M.  P.  Kr:T5. 


thee,   Par  -  a  -  dise?  Thus 


Must  I   leave  thee,  must  I    leave  thee,  must  I  leave 


^—4:-^!  V— 

4- 

1 

■-h  r 

t=    t  : 

-1^ 


T— r 


leave  thee,  leave  thee,  na  -  tive   soil ;  these  hap  -  py,   hap  -  py  walks,  these  walks  and  shades ! 


^r-      ^.  ^.  ig:        1^  C- 
l>-S-r-rP-rTP-ST® — '-r 

— 
1 — -1 — 1 

-IS- — m—   

H  1  Ll.  1  

H  1  

■i — 

^r_±_4t^^z[:^zz  \ 

I  I      I  t 

Yet  must  I    leave  thee,    must  I     leave  thee,   must  I  leave 


thee,  Par  -  a  -  dise  ?  O 


22: 


flow'rs  that  nev-er  will  in  oth  -  er  climate  grow.  Who  now  shall  rear    ye     to     the  sun? 


; ;  J 

1  1 

;^  -  ^ 

^  -1  ^ 

-t^-b^ — 1 

T  P 

1      1    !  Ki 

— - 

From  thee,  from  thee  how  shall   I     part,     how  shall   I  part? 


1^- 


Yet  must  I   leave  thee, 


1 


I  I 


4 — I- 


2i 


must  I    leave  thee,  must  I  leave 


thee,  Par  -  a  -  dise, 
I  ^ 


III  I 
must  leave  thee,  Par  -  a  -  dise  ? 

^ 
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The  training  of  the  voice  and  the  study  of  elementary 
principles  should  be  commenced  in  early  youth.  After 
one  has  reached  maturity  his  inclinations  lead  usually 
to  that  which  directly  contributes  to  his  business  or 
his  favorite  pursuits  He  soon  tires  of  the  essentials  in 
learning  to  sing,  and  if  nature  has  not  endowed  him 
with  a  voice  fully  equipped  and  ready  to  meet  practical 
demands  on  short  notice,  he  is  quite  apt  to  give  up  the 
undertaking  before  it  is  fairly  begun.  The  public  school 
can  be  made  to  furnish  an  elementary  musical  and  sing- 
ing practice  to  the  rich  and  poor  alike,  and  with  very 
little  expense  in  money  or  time.    What  a  grand  thing 


it  would  be  for  us  all,  as  a  people,  if  the  children  could 

grow  up  in  the  atmosphere  of  song  in  the  school-room  I 
It  would  enable  many  a  heart  to  attune  itself  to  love^ 
duty,  hope  and  benevolence,  that  must  otherwise  be 
listless  and  dumb.  The  wonderful  utility  and  influence 
for  good  that  well-regulated  music  has  in  the  school- 
room is  not  usually  understood  by  school  boards  and 
the  public.  Its  sanitary  effects,  its  softening  influence, 
its  recreative  tendencies,  its  power  to  quicken  the  inertia 
of  the  school,  are  things  understood  only  by  wise  teach- 
ers and  others  whose  privilege  it  is  to  observe  carefully 
the  bearings  and  results  of  school  work. —  W.  T.  Giffe^ 


SOMEWHERE. 


F.  Campana, 
Alfred  C.  Shaw. 


Con  espress 


1 .  "  Somewhere  the  wind  is  blowing,"  said  I,  and  toiled  a  -  long 

2.  Somewhere  the  twilight  gathers  And  weary  men  lay  by 


In  torrid  heat  of  noon  -  tide— 
The  burden  of  the  day  -  time, 


Thefancymade  me  strong.  Somewhere  the  wind  is  blowing,Tho' where  I  gasp  and  sigh  Nobreathof  airis 
And  wrapped  in  slumber  lie.  Somewhere  the  day  is  breaking,  And  gloom  and  darkness  flee ;  Tho'  storms 

[our  bark  are 

•^-.-^  .0  0  0. g-^g— ^-r-r-r". 


stir  -  ring,  Nor  cloud  in  burning  sky.  Somewhere  the  thing  we  long  for  Is  on  this  earth's  wide  bound, 
toss   -  ing,  Somewhere's  a  placid  sea.  And  thus,  I  thought,  'tis  always  In  this  mysterious  life, 

jgil  -g- — ,0  0-r-,  r^-^^^—^m^^.^0.^f^^,  0  0  0. 


D.  S.  Somewhere  the  things  that  try  us  Shall  all  have  passed  away, 

1 


Somewhere  the  sun  is  shining  When  winter  locks  the  ground.  Somewhere  the  flow'rs  are  springing,, 
There's  always  gladness  somewhere  Spite  of  its  pain  and  strife.    Somewhere  the  sin  and  sor  -  row 


And  doubt  and  fear  no  longer     Hinder  the  perfect  day. 


4-4. 


Oh,  brother,  tho'  the  dark  -  ness 

D.  S.  after  id  verse. 


mi 


Somewhere  the  com  is  brown. 
Of  earth  are  known  no  more. 


I  -1 


Ready  un  -  to  the  har  -  vest  To  feed  the  hungry  town. 
Somewhere  our  weary  spirits     Shall  find  a  peaceful  shore. 


Ill  I    I      I  I 

Over  thy  soul  be  cast,        The  earth  is  rolling  sun -ward.  And  light  shall  come  at  last. 
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LISTEN  TO  THE  MOCKING  BIRD. 

Moderate. 


Alice  HawthorOT. 


l^i^  i  L^' 

1.  I'm  dreaming  now  of    Hal  -  lie, 

2.  Ah !    well  I  yet  re  -  mem-ber, 

3.  Whenthe  charms  of  spring  awaken, 


sweet  Hal  -  lie, 
re  -  mem-ber, 
a   -   wak  -  en, 


sweet  Hal -lie,  I'm  dreaming  now  oF 
re  -  mem-ber.  Ah!  well  I  yet  re- 
a  -  waken,  "When  the  charms  of  spring  a- 


.1  C^-^  1  ^^'^^^ 


Hal  -  lie,       For  the  thought  of  her  is   one  that  nev  -  er    dies;    She's  sleep -fng  in  the 
mem-ber,       "When  we  gathered  in  the  cot  -  ton  side  by   side;    'Twas  in     the  mild  Sep - 
wak  -  en.       And  the  mocking  bird  is  sing  -  ing  on  the  bough,      I     feel    like  one    for  - 


-i — r 


\^  ^    T     ^        I    I    U  La 


She's  sleeping  in  the     val  -  ley.    And  the 
'Twas  in  the  mild  Sep  -  tem  -  ber.    And  the 
I     feel  like  one  for  -  sak  -  en.    Since  my 


b^  V  1^ 

mocking  bird  is  singing  where  she  lies. 

mocking  bird  was  singing  far  and  wide. 

Hal  -  lie  is    no   longer  with  me  now. 


^  ^  ^  ^— -J: 

Listen  to  the  mocking  bird. 

Listen  to  the  mocking  bird. 

Listen  to  the  mocking  bird. 


Listen  to  the 
Listen  to  the 
Listen  to  the 


m 


■ — ' —    ^  ^-^-^l 


^   ^   ^  ^ 


m 


 ^—9)—^- 


mock  -  ing  bird. 


The   mock  -  ing  bird  still  sing -ing  o'er  her  grave; 


Lis  -  ten  to  the 

i 


h    S  IS 


tj     ^  V-J-S^-     -i-  ^  k  u» 

mocking  bird,   Listen  to  the  mocking  bird,  Still  singing  where  the  weeping  willows  wave. 

f*^   I     ^  -m-  -m- 
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In  some  communities  the  want  of  an  appreciation 
of  music  is  made  very  apparent.  Selfishness,  impo- 
liteness and  clownishness,  are  often  manifested  to  an 
unpardonable  degree  when  a  young  lady  is  called  to 
the  piano.  The  first  note  struck  is  taken  by  the  rest 
of  the  company  as  a  signal  for  loud  conversation  and 
uproarious  laughter.  When  she  has  finished,  it  would 
often  be  difficult  for  many  of  the  company  to  tell 
whether  she  had  played  the  "Danube  Waltzes"  or 
"  Yankee  Doodle."  Common  civility  should,  in  the 
parlor  or  in  the  concert  hall,  require  at  least  respectful 
attention.  We  are  aware  that  the  number  of  third 
and  even  tenth-rate  musicians  in  the  world  is  large. 
Many  young  ladies  who  consider  themselves  adepts 
in  the  art  of  music  seem  to  regard  a  discord  as  satis- 
factory as  a  chord    How  many  "  proficients  "  in  music 


would  be  speechless  from  ignorance  if  called  upon 
to  define  gamut !  how  many  wonld  almost  swoon  if 
called  upon  to  run  it!  And  yet,  notwithstanding  all 
this,  impoliteness  or  rudeness  is  quite  inexcusable. 

The  difference  in  musical  taste  is  sometimes  due  to 
a  peculiarly  nervous  constitution,  or  to  the  depressed 
or  elated  condition  of  the  mind.  Grief  is  often  soonest 
solaced  by  a  lively  air;  hilarity  best  controlled  by 
a  plaintive  one.  But,  after  all,  that  which  influences 
musical  taste,  or  any  kind  of  taste,  most  is  education. 
Teach  children  to  admire  the  sublime  and  the  beau- 
tiful in  nature.  At  the  home  fireside  and  in  tha 
school-room,  everywhere,  children  should  be  instruc 
ted  in  music.  Correct  taste  in  music  flings  wide  the 
gate  to  the  highway  of  all  that  is  beautiful,  noble 
and  good.    Among  the  fine  arts  it  stands  foremost. 


THE  OLD  OAKEN  BUCKET. 

K  ^  , 


E.  Kaillmark. 
Samuel  Woodworth. 


i 


j   /  How  dear      to  my  heart     are    the  scenes    of   my  childhood.  When  fond    rec  -  ol  - 
\  The     or  •  chard,  the  mead  -  ow,  the  deep  -  tangled   wildwood,  And      ev  -  'ry  loved 


lec  -  tion  pre -sents  them  to  view !  1  f  The  wide-spreading  pond,  and  the  mill  that  stood 
spot  which  my   in  -   fan  •  cy  knew,  J  \  The  cot     of     my    fa  -  ther,  the   dai  -  ry  -  house 


i 


m 


"jf* 


by  it.  The  bridge  and  the  rock  where  the  cat  •  a  -  ract  fell.  |  The  old  oak  -  en 
nigh  it,  And  e'en  the  rude  buck  -  et  that  hung  in    the  well, 

h  h  ^  h  h  ^  H*. .  ^ 


— — ^ — 


buck  -  et :  the 


ron-bound  bucket,  The  moss  -  covered  buck  -  et  that  hung  in  the  well. 


P=p: 


That  moss-covered  bucket  I  hailed  as  a  treasure, 

For  often  at  noon,  when  returned  from  the  field, 
J  found  it  the  source  of  an  exquisite  pleasure, 

The  purest  and  sweetest  that  nature  can  yield. 
Hovv  ardent  I  seized  it,  with  hands  that  were  glowing, 

And  quick  to  the  white-pebbled  bottom  it  fell, 
Then  soon,  with  the  emblem  of  truth  overflowing, 

And  dripping  with  coolness,  it  rose  from  the  well. 
The  old  oaken  bucket,  the  iron-bound  bucket. 
The  moss-covered  bucket  arose  from  the  well. 


How  sweet  from  the  green,  mossy  brim  to  receive  it, 

As,  poised  on  the  curb,  it  inclined  to  my  lips ! 
Not  a  full-blushing  goblet  could  tempt  me  to  leave  it^ 

Tho'  filled  with  the  nectar  that  Jupiter  sips. 
And  now,  far  removed  from  the  Joved  habitation, 

The  tear  of  regret  will  intrusively  swell. 
As  fancy  reverts  to  my  father's  plantation, 

And  sighs  for  the  bucket  thai  hung  in  the  well; 
The  old  oaken  bucket,  the  iron-bound  bucket. 
The  moss-covered  bucket  which  hangs  in  the  vi^elL 
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OH,  WERT  THOU  IN  THE  CAULD  BLAST. 


Robert  Burns. 

F.  Mendelssohn. 


Andante.  I         1^      N      1^    I         1^  iw 


1.  Oh,  wertthouin  the   cauld  blast,  On  yonder  lea,  On  yonder  lea,    Myplai-die  to  the  an-gry 

2.  Oh,  were  I    in  the  wildest  waste,  Sae  black  and  bare,  Sae  black  and  bare,  The  desert  were  a  Fara  - 


airt,  I'd  she!  -  ter  thee,    I'd  shel  -  ter  thee.      Or  did  mis  -  for  tune's  bit  -  ter  storms  A  - 

dise,         If  thou  wert  there,  If  thou  wert  there,    Or  were  I    mon-arch  of    the  globe,  W  ith 


round  thee  blaw,  A  -  round  theeblaw,  Thy  shield  should  be  my  bosom.  To  share  it  a',  To  share  it  a', 
thee     to  reign,  With  thee  to  reign,  The  brightest  jewel  in  my  crown  Wad  be  my  queen,  Wad  be  my  queen, 


«==t 


OH!  THAT  I  NEVER  MORE  MIGHT  SEE. 


Donizetti. 
'Anna  Bolena." 


^^^^^ 


1,  O  that   I  never  more  might  see  The  smile  that  hides  a  sor  -  row,  Better 'twould  be  that  mise-ry 

2.  He  who  beholds  thee  pensively,  Thinks  of  thy  maiden  pleas  -  ure,  And  gazing  alone,  alone  on  thee. 


row.  Tears,  like  refreshing  show-ers.  Falling  on  drooping 


From  tears  some  poor  relief  might  bor 

Beholds  so  near  his  heart's  fond   trea  -  sure.  O  that  for  empty  splendor,  Hearts  should  their  peace  sur- 


3.   -      -^--^^T^-^  zj: 

I  ^ 

flow  -  ers,  Bearfrom  the  lone  heart  half 
ren  -  der !  Poor  is  the  triumph  pomp 


r 


r-t?-!g-|— r- 


Its    pani.  Bidding  it  bloom    a  -  gain, 

may  claim   O'er  ruined  heart  and  blighted  fame. 


r:i— 


i 
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IN  EXCELSIS  GLORIA. 

Allegretto.  ^  | 


Welsh  Aie, 


1.  Not    in  halls   of     reg-al  splendor,  Not  to   princes     of  the  earth 

2.  Not    by  world  -  ly  wealth  or  wisdom,  Not  by  power  of  law  or  sword 

3.  Bid    the  new-born  Monarch  welcome ;  Pay  him  homage,  ev  - 'ry  heart 


Did  the  her -aid 
But  by  ser-vice 
Hal  -  le-  lu-jah! 


-J  V 


— 1- 


i 


:4 


an -gels  ren-der  Tid-ings  of  His  birth, 
to  win  freedom,  Ser-vice  of  the  Lord, 
let  His  kingdom   Come  and  ne'er  de  -  part. 


Not  to  statesman,  priest,  or  sage, 
Born  to  pov  -  er  -  ty  and  pain, 
Jus  -  tice  hath   on     Mer  -  cy  smiled, 


-r 


They  proclaimed  the  golden  age  'Twas  the  poor  man's  heritage !  In  ex -eel  -  sis  glo  -  ri  -  a! 
Born  to  die  and  thus  to  reign.  Freeing  men  from  death's  domain.  In  excel  -  sis  glo  -  ri  -  a! 
God  and  men  are  recon  -  ciled  Thro' Emmanuel,  wondrous  Child.  In  excel  -  sis  glo  -  ri  -  al 


-1 — 



^1  f 

For  on.  shepherds  low  -  ly  Burst  the  an  -  them  ho  -  ly! 
Lo!  from  earth  as  Heaven  Praise  shall  aye  be  giv-en: 
Blend  we  then    our  voices,       Earth  with  Heaven  rejoic  -  es, 


In         ex  -  eel  -  sis 

In         ex  -  eel  -  sis 

In         ex  -  eel  -  sis 

I 


■J-4- 


glo  -  ri  -  a ! 


t— r-1— t 

Selfishness    its  slaves  re -lease, 


War    and    blood-shed  cease, 


:t3z::3 


li:=tz=t 


1 — h 


f 


t— t— r 


'  I  I 


4 

(or  — * 

1  ™ 

Love  shall  reign  and  white-robed  Peace !  In  excelsis  glo-ri-a!  In    ex -eel -sis  glo  -  ri  -  a! 
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CHRISTMAS  SONG.  a.  adam. 

^    ,  I  "Cantique  de  Noel." 

Andante  Maestoso.  ^     .      ^     ^  ^  ^      \         ^  i 

1.  Oh,  sol  -  emnhour!  when  hearts  were  lowly  bending,  And  all  the  world  seem'd  enshrouded  in 

2.  Oh,  love  -  ly  hour!  when  light  first  faintly  gleaming,  And  hearts  were  fill'd  with  a  rapture  di- 

3.  Oh,  what  delight !  to  hearts  bowed  down  with  sorrow,  When  cheering  words  o'er  our  sad  spirits 


night;  When  pleading  prayers  to  Heaven  were  as  -  cend  -  ing,  Above  the  gloom  smiled  a  spir-it  of 
vine;  Led  by  the  starwhoserayswerebrightly  beam -ing.  Came  eastern  sa-ges  round  that  ho-ly 
fall ;   Tho'  dark  the  night,  still  comes  a  bright  to  -  mor-row,  When  tru-sting  hearts  on  their  dear  Saviour 


H  1  f—— 1  ^-h 

light;  'Twas  Hope's  bright  form  they  saw  sobright-ly  shin  -  ing  In  robes  un  -  fad  -  ing 
shrine;  While  there  they  saw  the  King  of  Glo  -  ry  sleep  -  ing,  OurFriend,Pro-tec  -  tor, 
call ;      Then    let    each  voice  in   grate  -  ful  notes  as  -  cend  -  ing.   Ex  -  tol    His  name,  the 


greet  their  tearful  eyes;     Beau  -  ti  -  ful  Hope!  no    Ion   -  ger  hearts  re-pin  -  ing.  As 

in  a  manger  laid;  Their  hearts  were  glad,  and  sad  eyes  ceased  their  weeping.  For 
bond,  the  slave,  the  free,   All     shout  His  praise,  in    love      and  concord  blending.  In 


love  and  joy     on      wings  of  faith  a  -rise,  As  love   and  joy    on  wings  of  faith  a -rise. 
Faith  was  twin  -  ing    wreaths  that  never  fade,  For  Faith  was  twin-ing  wreaths  that  never  fade, 
songs  of   faith    and     im  -mor-tal-i  -  ty!   In    songs   of    faith  and  im  -  mor-tal-i  -ty! 


\  \  fi.   1 1   rv5v>  ^  ^  Ttf  r  I  I  ^  ^ 
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Stephen  Collins  Foster  was  born  in  Allegheny, 
Pennsylvania,  on  the  4th  of  July,  1826.  He  was  the 
youngest  child  of  William  B.  Foster,  a  merchant  of 
Pittsburg,  and  mayor  of  his  native  city,  member  of  the 
State  legislature,  and  a  Federal  officer  under  President 
Buchanan.  His  sister  was  the  wife  of  Rev.  Edward 
Y.  Buchanan,  a  brother  of  the  President,  The  com- 
piler of  the  Franklin  Square  Collection  recalls  his  keen 
enjoyment  of  the  organ  of  the  Episcopal  church  at  Par- 
adise, a  country  parish  in  Lancaster  county,  Pennsyl- 


vania, of  which  Mr.  Buchanan  was  for  many  years  the 
rector,  Mrs.  Buchanan  always  played  at  the  Sunday 
morning  service,  and  since  we  have  learned  to  enjoy 
the  songs  of  her  brother,  none  of  which  had  then  been 
written,  we  seem  to  understand  more  the  spell  under 
which  the  music  of  this  gentle,  gifted  lady  brought 
and  held  us  as  a  child.  She  too  had  inherited  "  a  dou- 
ble portion  of  the  divine  gift  of  music."  For  the  facts 
in  the  sketch  here  given  we  are  indebted  to  an  article 
by  Mr.  Robert  P.  Nevin,  of  Pittsburg,  who  says  :  The 


MASSA'S  IN  THE  COLD  GROUND. 

Rather  Slow,  -with  Feeling. 


Stephen  C.  Foster. 

I 


1 .  Round  de  meadows  am  a  -  ring  -  ing,  De  darkies'  mournful  song,    While  de  mocking-bird  am  singing, 

2.  When  de  autumn  leaves  arefall-ing,      When  de  days  are  cold,  'Twashard  to  hear  old  massa  call-ing, 

3.  Mas  -  sa  make  de  darkeys  love  him,     Cayse  he  was  so  kind,     Now,  dey  sadly  weep  a-bove  him, 


I     ^  I 


1/       ^    '  k 

Hap  -  py    as  de  day   am      long.     Where  de  i  -  vy  am  a  -  creep  -  ing  O'er  the  grassy  mound, 

Cayse  he  was  so  weak  and      old.       Now  de  orange  trees  am  blooming  On  de  sand  -  y  shore. 

Mourning  cayse  he  leave  dem  behind,  I  can  -  not  work  before  to-morrow,  Cayse  de  tear-drop  flow,  I 


1^  s 


■t — r 


Chorus,  ist  and  -znd  Voices  ist  time. 


Dare  old  massa  am  a  -  sleep  -  ing,    Sleeping  in  de  cold,  cold  ground, 

Now  de  summer  days  am  com  -  ing,  Massa  nebber  calls  no  more,  l  Down  in  de  corn-field, 
try      to  drive  away  my  sor  -  row,    Pickin'  on  de  old   ban  -  jo.  j 


!_L|  ^  _ 

._[:,  ,  c 


^  ^  ^  ^- 


Hear  dat  mournful  sound:     All     de  darkies  am  a  -  weep  -  ing,    Massa's  in  c!e  cold,  cold  ground. 


pup: 


>  >  >  k  I  I 


evidences  of  a  musical  capacity  of  no  common  order 
were  apparent  in  Stephen  at  an  early  period.  Going 
into  a  shop  one  day,  when  about  seven  years  old,  he 
picked  up  a  flageolet,  the  first  he  had  ever  seen,  and 
comprehending,  after  an  experiment  or  two,  the  order 
of  the  scale  on  the  instrument,  was  able  in  a  few  min- 
utes, uninstructed,  to  play  any  of  the  simple  tunes 
within  the  octave  with  which  he  was  acquainted.  He 
was  a  boy  of  delicate  constitution,  not  addicted  to  the 


active  sports  or  any  of  the  more  vigorous  habits  of  boys. 
A  recluse,  owning  and  soliciting  no  guidance  but  that 
of  his  text-book,  in  the  quiet  of  the  woods,  or,  if  that 
were  inaccessible,  the  retirement  of  his  chamber,  he  de- 
voted himself  to  music.  At  the  age  of  seventeen  he  went 
to  Cincinnati  into  the  office  of  his  brother,  discharging 
the  duties  of  his  place  with  faithfulness  and  ability.  His 
spare  hours  were  still  devoted  to  his  favorite  pursuit, 
although  his  productions  were  chiefly  preserved  i& 
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manuscript,  and  kept  for  the  private  entertainment  of 
his  friends.  At  that  time  a  Mr.  Andrews,  of  Pittsburg, 
offered  a  silver  cup  for  the  best  original  negro  song, 
Mr.  Morrison  Foster  sent  to  his  brother  Stephen  a  copy 
of  the  advertisement  announcing  the  fact,  with  a  letter 
urging  him  to  become  a  competitor  for  the  prize.  He 
finally  yielded,  and  in  due  time  forwarded  a  melody 
entitled,  "  Way  down  South,  whar  de  Corn  grows." 
When  the  eventful  night  came,  the  various  pieces  in 
compeliton  were  rendered  to  the  audience  by  Nelson 


Kneass  to  his  own  accompaniment  on  the  piano.  The 
audience  expressed  by  their  applause  a  decided  pre- 
ference for  Stephen's  melody;  but  the  committee  de- 
cided in  favor  of  some  one  else.  This  experiment  of 
Foster's  served  a  profitable  purpose,  for  it  led  him  to 
a  critical  investigation  of  the  school  of  music  to  which 
it  belonged.  This  had  been,  and  was  yet,  unques- 
tionably popular.  To  what,  then,  was  it  indebted  for 
its  captivating  points?  It  was  to  its  truth  to  Nature  in 
her  simplest  and  most  childlike  mood.    Settled  as  to 


OH, 


BOYS 


CARRY  ME  'LONG. 


Stephen  C.  Foster. 


Moderato. 

Oh !    carry  me 

2.  All     o  -  ber  de 

3.  Farewell  to  de 

4.  Farewell  to  de 


5-- w  I 


'long,  der's  no  more  trouble  for 

land  I've  wandered  many  a  day, 

boys,  wid  hearts  so  happy  and  light, 

hills,  de  meadows  covered  wid  green, 


I's  gwine  to  roam  in  a  .happy  home,"Where 
To  blow  de  horn  and  mind  de  corn,  And 
Dey  sing  a  song  de  whole  day  long,  And 
Old  brindle  Boss,  and  de  old  grey  boss,  All 


t:=± 


all  de  darkies  am  free, 
keep  de  possum  a  -  way. 
dance  de  ju  -  ba  at  night, 
beat-en,  broken  and  lean. 


I've  worked  long  in  de  fields; 
No  use  for  me  now, 
Fare-well  to  de  fields 
Fare-well  to  de  dog 


I've  handled  many    a      hoe;  I'll 

So,  darkies,  bury   me     low;  My 

Ob    cotton,  'bacco,  and      all;  I's 

Dat  always  followed  me  round ;  Old 


—1     — '  ^    1^     I  Chorus.  ^ 


turn   my  eye,  be  -  fore   I   die.    And     see    de  sugar-cane  grow.  Oh ! 

horn   is   dry,  and     I  must  lie,  Wha  de  possum  nebber  can     go.  Oh! 

gwine  to  hoe,  in  a  bress-  ed  row,  "Wha  de  corn  grows  mellow  and  tall.  Oh ! 

Sancho'll  wail,  and  droop  his  tail.    When    I     am  under  de  ground.  Oh ! 


^  ^  ^ 


boys,  carry  me  'long; 
boys,  carry  me  'loiig; 
boys,  carry  me  'long; 
boys,  carry  me  'long; 


Carry  me  till  I 


Carry  me  down  to  de    buryin'  groun',  Old  Massa,  don't  you  cry. 


\^  ^  ^  \  > 


theory,  Foster  applied  himself  to  its  exemplification. 
The  Presidential  campaign  of  1844  was  distinguished 
by  political  song-singing.  Clubs  for  that  purpose  were 
organized  in  all  the  cities  and  towns  and  hamlets.  So 
enthusiastic  became  the  popular  feeling  in  this  direc- 
tion, that,  when  the  November  crisis  was  come  and 
gone,  these  clubs  lived  on.  Among  them  was  one, 
composed  of  a  half-dozen  young  men,  Foster — home 
again,  and  a  link  once  more  in  the  circle  of  his  inti- 


mates— at  its  head.  One  night  he  laid  before  them  a 
song  entitled  "  Louisiana  Belle."  It  elicited  unani- 
mous applause,  and  in  the  course  of  a  few  nights  the 
song  was  sung  very  widely  in  Pittsburg.  Foster  then 
brought  to  light  his  portfolio  specimens,  .since  univer- 
sally known  as  "Uncle  Ned"  and  "  O  Susanna!" 
The  favor  with  which  these  latter  were  received  far 
surpassed  even  that  of  Louisiana  Belle."  Their  fame 
spread  far  and  wide,  until  from  the  drawing-rooms  of 
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Cincinnati  they  were  introduced  into  its  concert  halls, 
and  there  became  known  to  W.  C.  Peters,  who  at  once 
requested  copies  for  publication.  These  were  cheer- 
fully furnished  by  the  author.  He  did  not  look  for 
remuneration.  For  "  Uncle  Ned,"  which  appeared  in 
1847,  be  received  none;  "  O  Susanna !  "  soon  followed, 
and  "imagine  my  delight,"  he  writes,  "in  receiving 
one  hundred  dollars  in  cash  !  Though  this  song  was 
not  successful,"  he  continues,  "yet  the  two  fifty-dollar 
bills  1  received  for  it  had  the  effect  of  starting  me  on 


my  present  vocation  of  song-writer."  In  pursuance  of 
this  decision,  he  set  himself  to  work,  and  began  to  pour 
out  his  productions  with  astonishing  rapidity.  Out  of 
the  list,  embracing  about  one  hundred  and  fifty  of  his 
songs,  the  most  flatteringly  received  among  his  negro 
melodies  were  those  already  enumerated,  followed  by 
"Nelly  was  a  Lady,"  in  1849;  "My  Old  Kentucky 
Home,"  and  " Camptown  Races,"  in  1850;  "Old 
Folks  at  Home"  in  185 1;  "Massa's  in  the  Cold 
Ground,"  in  1852;  "Oh,  Boys,  Carry  me  'long,"  in 


WILLIE,  WE  HAVE  MISSED  YOU. 


iiii 


Stephen  C.  Foster. 


53^ 


^  Moderate. 

1.  Oh!  Wil  -  lie,  is    it    you,  dear.      Safe,  safe  at  home?  They  did   not  tell  me  true,  dear;  They 

2.  We've  longed  to  see  you  night-  ly,  But  this  night  of    all ;     The  fire    was  blazing  bright  -  ly  And 

3.  The  days  were  sad  without  you.  The  nights  long  and  drear;  My  dreams  have  been  about  you.  Oh! 


:=]*5=i:?si=qs: 


— ^  N —  «^ — I  — 


-ts-^ 


f 


said  you  would  not  come,      I  heard  you  at     the  gate,  And  it  made  my  heart  rejoice;   For  I 
lights  were  in   the   hall.      The  lit  -  tie  ones  were  up    'Till 'twas  ten   o 'clock  and  past.  Then  their 
wel-come,  Wil  -  lie  dear!     Last  night  I  wept  and  watched  By  the  moonlight's  cheerless  ray,  'Till  I 


^  w» 


knew  that  welcome  footstep  And  that  dear,  fa  -  mil  -  iar  voice,  Making  music   on     my  ear    In  the 
eyes  began   to  twinkle,  And  they've  gone  to  sleep  at  last;    But  they  listened  for  your  voice  Till  they 
thought  I  heard  your  footstep,  Then  I  wiped  my  tears  a-  way ;   But  my  heart  grew  sad  again  When  I 


— I — ^ — I — i — w  1 


lone  -  ly  mid  -  night  gloom :  Oh ! 
thought  you'd  never  come; — Oh! 
found  you  had   not   come; — Oh! 


X- 


Wil  -  lie,  we  have  missed  you ;  Wei  -  come,  wel  -  come  home ! 
Wil  -  lie,  we  have  missed  you ;  Wel  -  come,  wel  -  come  home ! 
Wil  -  lie,  we  have  missed  you ;   Wel  -  come,  wel  -  come  home ! 


-u^  1  i  1  

5  ^ 


1853;  "Hard  Times  come  again  no  more,"  in  1854; 
"Old  Black  Joe,"  in  i860.  In  all  these  compositions 
Poster  adheres  scrupulously  to  his  theory  adopted  at 
the  outset.  His  verses  are  distinguished  by  a  naivete 
characteristic  and  appropriate,  but  consistent  at  the 
same  time  with  common  sense.  Enough  of  the  negro 
dialect  is  retained  to  preserve  distinction,  but  not  to 
offend.  The  sentiment  is  given  in  plain  phrase,  under 
homely  illustration ;  but  it  is  a  sentiment  nevertheless. 
The  melodies  are  of  twin  birth,  literally  with  the  ver- 


ses, for  Foster  thought  in  tune  as  he  traced  in  rhyme, 
and  traced  in  rhyme  as  he  thought  in  tune.  That  he 
had  struck  upon  the  true  way  to  the  common  heart, 
the  successes  attending  his  efforts  surely  demonstrate. 
His  songs  had  an  unparalled  circulation.  Artists  of  the 
highest  distinction  favored  him  with  their  friendship. 
Herz  and  Sivori,  Ole  Bull  and  Thalberg,  were  alike 
ready  to  approve  his  genius,  and  to  testify  that  approval 
in  the  choice  of  his  melodies  as  themes  about  which  to 
weave  their  witcheries  of  embellishment.  Complimen- 
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tary  letters  from  men  of  literary  note  poured  in  upon 
him ;  among  others,  one  full  of  generous  encourage- 
ment from  Washington  Irving,  dearly  prized  and  care- 
fully treasured  to  the  day  of  Foster's  death.  Similar 
missives  reached  him  from  across  the  seas — from  stran- 
gers and  from  travellers  in  lands  far  remote ;  and  he 
learned  that,  while  "  O  Susanna,"  was  the  familiar  song 
of  the  cottager  of  the  Clyde,  "  Uncle  Ned  "  was  known 
to  the  dweller  in  tents  among  the  Pyramids.  Of  his 
sentimental  songs,  "  Maggie  by  my  Side,"  "Jennie 


with  the  Light-brown  Hair,"  "  Willie,  we  have  missed 
you,"  "  Come  where  my  love  lies  dreaming,"  and 
others,  are  among  the  leading  favorites.  The  verses 
to  most  of  these  airs  were  all  of  his  own  composition. 
Indeed,  he  could  seldom  satisfy  himself  in  his  "  set- 
tings "  of  the  stanzas  of  others.  The  last  three  years 
of  his  life  he  passed  in  New  York.  During  all  that 
time  his  efforts,  with  perhaps  one  exception,  were  lim- 
ited to  the  production  of  songs  of  a  pensive  character. 
He  died  after  a  brief  illness,  January  13th,  1864.  His 


OLD  DOG  TRAY. 

Moderate. 


1^.  '  . 


Stephen  C.  Foster. 


1.  The  morn  of  life     is  past,   And  ev-'ning comes  at  last.      It  brmgs  me     a  dream  of  a 

2.  The  forms  I  called  my  own,  Have  vanished  one    by   one,    The  loved  ones,  the  dear  ones  have 

3.  When  thoughts  recall  the  past,    His  eyes  are  on    me  cast;     I  know  that    he  feels  what  my 


I've 


once  hap  -  py  day.  Of  mer  -  ry  forms  I've  seen  Up  -  on  the  vil  -  lage  green, 
all  passed  a  -  way,  Their  hap  -  py  smiles  have  flown,Their  gen  -  tie  voic  -  es  gone; 
break-ing  heart  would  say:  Although  he  can  -  not  speak,   I'll   vam  -    ly,  vam  -  ly   seek,  A 


,  — ^ — m  >- 


Chorus. 


Sport-ing  with  my  old  dog  Tray, 
noth-  ing  left  but  old  dog  Tray, 
bet  -  ter  friend  than  old  dog  Tray. 


I  1 

Old  dog  Tray's  ev-er  faith  -  ful,   Grief  cannot  drive  him  a 


1^  ^ 

way.    He's  gen-tle,  he  is  kind ;  I'll  nev-  er,  nev-  er  find 


A  bet  -  ter  friend  than  old  dog  Tray. 


remains  reached  Pittsburg  a  few  days  later,  and  were 
conveyed  to  Trinity  Church,  where,  on  the  day  follow- 
ing, in  the  presence  of  a  large  assembly,  appropriate 
and  impressive  ceremonies  took  place,  the  choral  ser- 
vices being  sustained  by  a  company  of  his  former  friends 
and  associates.  His  body  was  then  carried  to  the  Alle- 
gheny Cemetery,  and,  to  the  music  of  "  Old  Folks  at 
Home,"  finally  committed  to  the  grave.  Mr.  Foster 
was  below  medium  height,  and  of  slight,  well-propor- 
tioned frame.   His  shoulders  were  marked  by  a  slight 


droop— the  result  of  a  habit  of  walking  with  his  eyes 
upon  the  ground  a  pace  or  two  in  advance  of  his  feet. 
He  nearly  always  when  he  went  out,  which  was  not 
often,  walked  alone.  Arrived  at  the  street-crossings, 
he  would  frequently  pause,  raise  himself,  cast  a  glance 
at  the  surroundings,  and  if  he  saw  an  acquaintance  nod 
to  him  in  token  of  recognition,  and  then,  relapsing  into 
the  old  posture,  resume  his  way.  For  his  study  he  se- 
lected a  room  in  the  topmost  story  of  his  house,  farthest 
removed  from  the  street,  and  was  careful  to  have  the 
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floor  of  the  apartment  and  the  avenues  of  approach  to 
it  thickly  carpeted,  to  exclude  as  effectually  as  possible 
all  noises,  inside  as  well  as  outside  of  his  own  premises. 
The  furniture  of  this  room  consisted  of  a  chair,  a  lounge, 
a  table,  a  music-rack,  and  a  piano.  From  the  sanctum 
so  chosen,  seldom  opened  to  others,  and  never  allowed 
upon  any  pretence  to  be  disarranged,  came  his  choicest 
compositions.  If  Mr.  Foster's  art  embodied  no  higher 
idea  than  the  vulgar  notion  of  the  negro  as  a  man-mon- 
key— then  it  might  have  proved  a  tolerable  catch- 


penny affair,  and  commanded  an  admiration  among 
the  boys  of  various  growths  until  its  novelty  wore  off. 
But  the  art  in  his  hands  teemed  with  a  nobler  signifi- 
cance. It  dealt,  in  its  simplicity,  with  universal  sym- 
pathies, and  taught  us  all  to  feel  with  the  slaves  the 
lowly  joys  and  sorrows  it  celebrated.  May  the  time 
be  far  in  the  future  ere  the  lips  fail  to  move  to  its  mu- 
sic, or  sympathetic  hearts  to  respond  to  its  influence; 
and  may  we,  who  owe  him  so  much, preserve  gratefully 
the  memory  of  the  rare  master,  Stephen  Collins  Foster. 


OLD  FOLKS  AT  HOME. 


Con  espressione. 


Stephen  C.  Foster. 


i 


Dere's  wha  my  heart  is 
Den  ma  -  ny  hap  -  py 
Still     sad  -  ly   to  my 


^    '  t 

I.  'Way  down  up  -  on  de  Sw   -  nee 


Far,     far  a 


way, 


river, 

2.  All    roun'  de   lit  -  tie  farm   I  wandered    "When    I      was  young, 

3.  One     lit  -  tie  hut    among    de   bushes,     One    that     I  love, 


fcpz[:;^^z=,ii^=f: 


5E 


1/  > 


=1: 


turning  ev  -  er,  Dere's  wha  de  old  folks  stay, 
days  I  squander'd.  Ma  -  ny  de  songs  I  sung, 
mem'ry  rushes.      No    mat  -  ter  where  I  rove. 


U  I 

All  up  and  down  de  whole  crea  -  tion, 
When  I  was  playing  with  my  brother, 
When  will  I   see  de  bees  a -humming. 


p=^=r-^-l-^-g=?^=*-F 

^^-F-P-r  t — \  


1 — V 


1/  V 


^  1  |/=V— I- 


Sad  -  ly    I  roam. 
Hap  -  py  was  I, 
All  roun'  de  comb  ? 


Still  longing  for  de  old  planta-tion,  And  for  de  old  folks  at  home. 
Oh !  take  me  to  my  kind  old  mother.  There  let  me  live  and  die. 
When  will  I  hear  de  banjo  tumming,  Down  in  my  good  old     home  ? 


>   >      I  I 


Chorus. 


i 


— I- 


 1- 


AU        de  world  is 


sad 


and  drea  -  ry,      Ev  -  'ry    where  I 


roam. 


1 


Oh !       darkies,  how  my 


heart  grows  wea  -  ry.     Far    from    de   old     folks    at  home. 
^      ^  ^ 


:^=:t:=t:: 
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MY  OLD  KENTUCKY  HOME. 

Rather  slow. 


Stephen  C.  Foster 


1.  The  sun  shines  bright  in  the  old  Kentucky  home,    'Tis    summer,    the  darkies    are  gay 

2.  They  hunt  no  more  for  the  possum  and  the  coon,  On  the  meadow,  the  hill,  and  the  shore 

3.  The  head  must  bow  and  the  back  will  have  to  bend,  Wher  -  ev  -  er    the  darkey   may  go 

^  ^  H*.   _  ^-'^  1^:.^- 


The 
They 
A 


^  I  1^ 

com  top's  ripe  and  the  meadow's  in  the  bloom,While  the  birds  make  music  all  the 
sing  no  more  by  the  glimmer  of  the  moon,  On  the 
few  more  days,  and  the  trouble  all  will  end   In  the 


bench  by  the  old  cabin 


1 — v^-t--^^'m-¥-=1rfr^--rj. 


■3,rd  verse. 


E^5SE 


 Kl— 


field  where  the  su- gar-canes  grow; 


day.     The  young  folks  roll  on  the  lit  -  tie  cab  -  in  floor.  All 

door.     The  day   goes   by  like  a  shadow  o'er  the  heart,  With 

A    few  more  days  for  to  tote  the  wea  -  ry  load,  No 

-  ^ 


A  1- 


-J  _i  1  —  gm— 


mer-ry,  all  happy  and  bright, 
sorrow  where  all  was  de  -  light; 
matter,  'twill  never     be  light, 


By'm-by,  hard  times  comes  a  knocking  at  the  door,  Then,  my 
The  time  has  come  when  the  darkies  have  to  part,  Then,  my 
A     few  more  days   till    we    tot-ter  on  the  road,  Then,  my 


old  Kentucky  home,  good  night !     Weep  no  more,  my  la  -  dy.     Oh !  weep  no  more  to-day !  We  will 


(mYW]  1     III  i" 

m  m       m  \m'  w- 


^  ^  ^  ^  \ 


sing  one  song  for  the  old  Kentucky  home,  For  the  old  Kentucky  home,  far     a  -  way. 


¥4—  -w-^-m—m—m—m- 
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CHILD  OF  THE  REGIMENT. 


DoNlZHTTl. 

Chas.  Jefferys. 


Andante  con  moto.  ^  ^ 

1 .  Ask  me  not  why  my  heart  with  fond  e  -  mo  -  tion  Beats  for  the  brave  companions  of  my 

2.  Chide  me  no  more !  Were  I  de  -  void  of  feel  -  ing,  Would  my  in  -  grat-i  -  tude  not  wake  thy 


youth!  Had  they  not  tend-ed  me  with  love's  devotion,  I  had  not  lived,  a  -  las,       to  prove  my 
fears  ?  Worthless  would  be  this  moment's  fond  reveal-ing,  If  I  could  cast  a  -  side  the  ties  of  long,  long 


truth : 
years. 


1/ 

A  help  -  less  babe 
Thou  hast  my  love: 


w 

up  -  on  the  field  I  lay, 
thine  is    a  mother's  claim; 


And  but  for 
To  them  for . 


them  my  life  had  passed  a  -  way, 
get      not  that  thou  ow'st  the  name, 


My  life  had  passed  a 
My  mother,  my  moth  -  er 


way:  Ere  I  for- 
dear,    Ere    I  can 


get  them,  all  their  loving  kindness.  Bring  o'er  my  heart  ob  -  livion  of  the  past :  But  when  you 
cease  to  think  of  all  their  kindness,  Bring  o'er  my  heart      ob- livion  of  the  past:  But  when  you 


-r-r-r 


— ' — ^-H^ 

 ^ 


win    for  me  that  fa  -  tal  blindness,  In  mer-cy  let  that  moment,  that  moment,  be  my  last. 


k  k     1/        k  1/  It^ 
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THE  INGLE  SIDE. 


Hew  A.INSLEE. 
T.  F.  Wbisenthal,  1836. 


r  see  the  morning  bleeze,  Like  a  bonfire  frae  the  sea ;  It's   fair    to  se( 


I.  It's  rare  to'  see  the  morning  bleeze,  Like  a  bonfire  frae  the  sea;  It's  lair  to  seethe 
2!  Glens  may  be  gilt  wi'  gowans  rare,    The  birds  may  fill  the  tree,  And  meadows  hae  the 


—I  — 1  1- 


\^-\  1 


bur  -  nie  kiss  The  lip  o'  the  flow'ry  lea ;  An'  fine  it  is  on  green  hillside,Where^ 
scented  ware  That  sim  -  mer  growth  can  gie ;  But  the  canty  hearth  where  cronies  meet,  An'  th 


hums  the  bonnie  bee,  But  rarer,  fairer,  fin  -  er  far  Is  the  In  -  gfe  side  for  me. 
dar  -  ling  o*  our    e'e,  That  makes  to  us  a  warl' complete,  O,  the    In  -  gle  side  for  me. 


TARA'S  HARP. 

WUh  Feeling.  . 


Moorb's  Mblodibs. 


1.  The  harp  that  once  thro*  Ta-ra's  halls  The  soul  of  mu  -  sic  shed ;  Now  hangs  as  mute  on 

2.  No  more  to  chiefs  and  ladies  bright  The  harp  of  Ta  -  ra  swells ;  The  chord  a  -  lone  that 


i  * — m — «— ^— ^ — m  1  h- 


¥ — fe^ 


Ta  -  ra's  walls  As  tho'  that  soul  w^ere  fled.    So    sleeps  the  pride  of    former  days,  So 
breaks  at  night  Its    tale  of    ru  -  in    tells.    Thus  Free-dom  now  so    seldom  wakes;  The 




::»=rp: 


glo-ry's  thrill  is  o'er,  And  hearts  that  once  beat  high  for  praise  Now  feel  that  pulse  no  more, 
on  -  ly  throb  she  gives  Is  when  some  heart,  in-dignant,  breaks.  To  show  that  still  she  lives. 


^t?^  w-m 

^^^^ 

— — 
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AH!  I  HAVE  SIGHED  TO  REST  ME. 

Andante  Sostenuto. 


G.  Verdt. 
"  II  Trovatorb.' 


1 — 1 

1 — 1 

1  r-l  r-45M 

— ^ 

1 .  y  1  — 

2.  Out 


of  the  love    I  bear. 


thee. 


Yield 


I    my   life  for 


l>  k  k 


I  I 


\r'r  r  1 

J 

1 

1 — F— t?-^ 

'i    1  ' 

1/  •  — ' 

grave, —  sigh'd  to  rest  me,  But  all  in  vain  I  crave, 
thee;    Wilt  thou  not    think,  Wilt  thou  not  think     of  me? 


O  fare  thee 
O     think  of 


— V — r— 

k   k  k 

1 — 1 

1 — 1 

N 

N 

r  r  r 

K   N   S   K  N  N 

1 — 

— m 

1 — r-^ 

— «-=r( — 1 — H 

i.  ^ 

m  m  ^ 

j>i  if:r 

-8S  (• 

m  0 

u  1  ^ 

L^.  1  "  h 

r— r-^f?±:- 

— i — — ^ 
"3 — J — 

'-rf — 

U  U  k 



crave,  ( 

D  f 

are     -  thee 

-well,     my  Le  - 

o  -  no 

^-^^ 

ra,  fare- thee -w 

»  -. 

ell! 

■   ~l  ^ 

2 

l^rt            ^                      ^                                      a  tempo. 

e,         my  Le  -  o  - 

no       -       ra,  fare  -  thee  -  well !            Out   of  the  love  I 

i 


bear  thee,         Yield  I     my  life       for  thee.     Ah!  think  of      me  •  ah!  think  of 


r-r  r  r  iC:  f  f  t 


1 


k  w  1  1? — ¥  ^  ^ 

*  Non  ti  scordar  di  me  1 


u  u  u 
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me,     my     Le  -  o  -  no  -  ra,  fare  -  thee-well ! 


Tho'  I  no  more  be  -  hold 


thee. 


V  >  ^ 


1 — r  r  r 


^     f  ^ 

Yet  is    thy  name      a    spell.    Yet    is     thy    name,  yet    is    thy     name     a  spell. 


i 


p  ^  ^ 


I 


cen 


1^ 


Cheering   my     last   lone  hour. 


Le 


ra, 


fare  -  well! 


^ 


WOODMAN,  SPARE  THAT  TREE. 


Henry  Russell. 
George  P.  Morris. 


1.  Wood  -  man,    spare  that    treef  Touch  not    a  sin  -  gle    bough;  In  youth    it   shel  -  tered 

2.  That    old    fa  -  mil  -  iar    tree,  Its     glo  -  ry  and  re   -  nown  Are  spread  o'er  land  and 

3.  When  but  an     i  -  die    boy,  I      sought  its  grateful     shade;  In    all     their  gush  -  ing 

4.  My  heart-strings  round  thee  cling.  Close  as    thy  bark,  old  friend!  Here  shall  the  wild  -  bird 


And    I'll       pro-tect     it      now;  'Twas  my     fore -fa  -  ther's     hand,  That 

And  would' St  thou  hew    it    down?  Woodman,    for  -  bear  thy      stroke!  Cut 

Here,  too,       my   sis  -  ters  played;  My    moth  -  er   kissed  me       here;  My 

And  still       thy  branches      bend.  Old    tree,     the  storm  thou'lt  brave.  And, 


me, 
sea, 

joy. 

smg, 


11-^         '  II  ' 

placed  it  near  his    cot,  There,  woodman,  let    it  stand,  Thy  axe    shall  harm  it  not! 

not    its  earth-bound  ties ;  Oh!   spare  that  a  -  ged  oak.  Now  tow -'ring  to    the  skies, 

fa  -  ther  pressed  my  hand.  For  -  give  this  fool  -  ish  tear,  But   let     that  old  oak  stand! 

woodman, leave  the  spot;  While  I've   a    hand  to  save,  Thy  axe    shall  harm  it  not. 


1^  IS 

•  .-r:-r-^-y^-r 

m  m  — W- 

-t£5>  1 

1 

r- 

m — 

4*  •  k  |g  ^ 
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The  origin  of  these  Slave  Songs  is  unique.  They  are 
never  "  composed  "  after  the  manner  of  ordinary  music, 
but  spring  into  life,  ready  made,  from  the  white  heat 
of  religious  fervor  during  some  protracted  meeting  in 
church  or  camp.  They  come  from  no  musical  cultiva- 
tion whatever,  but  are  the  simple,  ecstatic  utterances  of 
wholly  untutored  minds.  From  so  unpromising  a  source 
we  could  reasonably  expect  only  such  a  mass  of  crudi- 
ties as  would  be  unendurable  to  the  cultivated  ear.  On 
the  contrary,  however,  the  cultivated  listener  confesses 
to  a  new  charm,  and  to  a  power,  never  before  felt,  at 
least  in  its  kind.  What  can  we  infer  from  this  but  that 
the  child-like,  receptive  minds  of  these  unfortunates 
were  wrought  upon  with  a  true  inspiration,  and  that  this 
gift  was  bestowed  upon  them  by  an  ever-watchful  Fa- 
ther, to  quicken  the  pulses  of  life,  and  to  keep  them 
from  the  state  of  hopeless  apathy  into  which  they  were 
in  danger  of  falling.    A  technical  analysis  of  these 


melodies  shows  some  interesting  facts.  The  first  pecul- 
iarity that  strikes  the  attention  is  in  the  rhythm.  This 
is  often  complicated,  and  sometimes  strikingly  original, 
and  it  is  remarkable  that  the  effects  are  so  satisfactory. 
Another  noticeable  feature  of  the  songs  is  the  entire  ab- 
sence of  triple  time,  or  three-part  measure  among  them. 
The  reason  for  this  is  doubtless  to  be  found  in  the  beat- 
ing of  the  foot  and  the  swaying  of  the  body  which  are 
such  frequent  accompaniments  of  the  singing.  These 
motions  are  in  even  measure,  and  in  perfect  time ;  and 
so  it  will  be  found  that,  however  broken  and  seemingly 
irregular  the  movement  of  the  music,  it  is  always  capa- 
ble of  the  most  exact  measurement.  In  other  words,  its 
irregularities  invariably  conform  to  the  "higher  law" 
of  the  perfect  rhythmic  flow.  It  is  a  coincidence  worthy 
of  note  that  more  than  half  the  melodies  are  in  the  same 
scale  as  that  in  which  Scottish  music  is  written ;  that  is, 
with  the  fourth  and  seventh  tones  omitted.    The  fact 


NOBODY  KNOWS  THE  TROUBLE  I'VE  SEEN. 


Slave  Hymn. 


^  Slow.  -91-     -9-  ^ 
Oh,    no -bod 
1        N  1 

-  y  knows 

the 

trou 

-ble  I've 

^  1 

seen, 

No  -  bod 
N  1 

-  y  knows  but 

N  ! 

Je  ■ 
1 

sus! 

1 

^: 

— IS*— 

r  1 

W 

^— r 

. ,  1 

_t 

^  -r- 

Fine. 

U  ^  L 

J  \  1  ^ 

^  ^  Sometimes  I'm  u  some- 

No -bod  -  y  knows  the  trouble  I've  seen,  Glo  -  ry  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah!  |  ^l^though  you^s^e^^me 

No  -  bod -y  knows  the  trouble  I've  seen,  Glo  -  ry  Hal-le  -  lu  -  jah  !/ One    day  when  I  was 

\  I     nev  -  er  shall  for- 


y-i — ^- 


I— I— L 


D.  C. 


times  I'm  down,  Oh  yes,  Lord,  Sometimes  I'm  al  -  most    to  the  ground.  Oh 

going  along  so.  Oh  yes.  Lord,  I      have  my  tri  -  als  here  be  -  low,  Oh 

walk-ing  along,  Oh  yes.  Lord,  The  element  opened,  and  the  Love  came  down, 

get   that    day.  Oh  yes.  Lord,  When  Je  -  sus  washed  my  sins  a  -  way.  Oh 


yes, 
yes, 
Oh  yes, 
yes, 


Lord.  \ 
Lord.  / 
Lord.  \ 
Lord.  / 


that  the  music  of  the  ancient  Greeks  is  also  said  to  have 
been  written  in  this  scale,  suggests  an  interesting  in- 
quiry as  to  whether  it  may  not  be  a  peculiar  language 
of  nature,  or  a  simpler  alphabet  than  the  ordinary  dia- 
tonic scale,  in  which  the  uncultivated  mind  finds  its 
easiest  expression.  The  variety  of  forms  presented  in 
these  songs  is  truly  surprising,  when  their  origin  is 
considered.  This  diversity  is  greater  than  the  listener 
would  at  first  be  likely  to  suppose.  The  themes  are  also 
quite  as  distinct  and  varied  as  in  the  case  of  more  pre- 
tentious compositions.  The  reader  may  feel  assured 
that  the  music  as  here  given  is  entirely  correct.  It  was 
taken  down  from  the  singing  of  the  Jubilee  band,  during 
repeated  interviews  held  for  that  purpose,  and  no  line  or 
phrase  was  introduced  that  did  not  receive  full  indorse- 
ment from  these  singers.  Some  of  the  phrases  and  turns 
in  the  melodies  are  so  peculiar  that  the  listener  might 


suppose  them  to  be  incapable  of  exact  representation  by 
ordinary  musical  characters.  It  is  found,  however,  that 
they  all  submit  to  the  laws  of  musical  language,  and 
if  sung  or  played  exactly  as  written,  all  the  charac- 
teristic effects  will  be  reproduced. —  Theo.  F.  Seward. 

The  song  given  above,  is  a  favorite  on  the  Sea  Is- 
lands, off  the  coast  of  South  Carolina.  Once,  when  ill- 
feeling  was  excited  and  trouble  anticipated  because  of 
uncertain  action  of  the  Government  in  regard  to  the 
confiscated  lands  on  those  islands,  Gen.  O.  O.  Howard 
was  called  upon  to  address  the  colored  people.  To 
prepare  them  to  listen,  he  requested  them  to  sing.  At 
once  an  old  woman  on  the  outskirts  of  the  meeting 
began, "  Nobody  knows  the  trouble  I've  seen,"  and  the 
whole  audience  joined  in.  The  plaintive  melody,  and 
the  apt  refrain  of  the  rude  hymn,  produced  an  effect 
that  can  never  be  forgotten  by  those  who  heard  it  simg. 
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MARY  AND  MARTHA. 


Slave  Hymn. 


1.  Ma-ry  and  a  Martha'sjust  gone 'long,  Mary  and  a  Martha's  just  gone 'long,  Mary  and  a  Martha's 

2.  The  preacher  and  the  elder's  just  gone  'long.  The  preacher  and  the  elder's  just  gone  'long,  The  preacher 

[and  the  elder's 


just  gone  'long,  To  ring  those  charming  bells ;  Crying,  free  grace  and  dying  love,  Free  grace  and  dying  love. 


-I — r 


I  I  I  I 


Si 


Free  grace  and    dy-inglove,  To  ring  those  charming  bells,  Oh  ! 'vi^ay    o  -  ver   Jordan,  Lord 

^  ^  -r  -r:  -g-,-r--i*--jg-  ^ ,  — 


1— r 


t=:-i  1 


I    I  I 


 ^ — ^ — I — I  13.  — \  i  1. 


'Way  o  -  ver    Jor-  dan,  Lord,  'Way  o  -  ver    Jor-dan,  Lord,  To   ring  those  charming  bells. 


i 


i  V 


±==±==t: 


1-T — f—^— ^ — ' — — " — ^"-^ — ' — ' — "1 — r— r 

3.  My  father  and  mother's  just  gone  'long,  etc.     4.  The  Methodist  and  Baptist's  just  gone  'long,  etc, 


ROLL,  JORDAN,  ROLL. 


Slave  Hymn, 


Roll,  Jordan,  roll,  roll,  Jordan,  roll,  I  want  to  go  to  Heaven  when  I  die, 


hear  Jordan  roll. 


Oh,  brothers,  you  ought  t'have  been  there,  Yes,  my  Lord !  A-sitting  in  the  Kingdom,  to  hear  Jordan  roll. 
Oh,  preachers,  you  ought  t'have  been  there,  Yes,  my  Lord !  A-sitting  in  the  Kingdom,  to  hear  Jordan  roll, 
Oh,   sinners,  you  ought  t'have  been  there,  Yes,  my  Lord !  A-sitting  in  the  Kingdom,  to  hear  Jordan  roll. 


4.  Oh,  mourners,  etc.       5.  Oh,  sisters,  etc.       6.  Ob,  mothers,  etc.        7.  Oh,  children,  etc 
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Nursery  Rhymes. — Many  of  these  productions 
have  a  very  curious  history,  but  cannot  always  be 
fully  traced.  Some  of  them  probably  owe  their 
origin  to  names  distinguished  in  our  literature;  as 
Oliver  Goldsmith,  for  instance,  is  believed  in  his 
earlier  days  to  have  written  such  compositions.  Dr. 
E.  F.  Rimbault  gives  us  the  following  particulars  as 
*o  some  well-known  favorites :  "  Sing  a  Song  of  Six- 
oence"  is  as  old  as  the  sixteenth  century.  "  Three 
Blind  Mice"  is  found  in  a  music-book  dated  1609. 
"The  Frog  and  the  Mouse"  was  licensed  in  1580. 
"Three  Children  Sliding  on  the  Ice"  dates  from 
1633.  "London  Bridge  is  Broken  Down"  is  of 
unfathomed  antiquity.  "  Girls  and  Boys,  Come  out 
to  Play  "  is  certainly  as  old  as  the  reign  of  Charles 


II.;  as  is  also  "Lucy  Locket  lost  her  Pocket,"  to  the 
tune  of  which  the  American  song  of  *'  Yankee  Doo- 
dle "  was  written.  "  Pussy  Cat,  Pussy  Cat,  where  have 
you  been?"  is  of  the  age  of  Queen  Bess.  "Little 
Jonny  Homer"  is  older  than  the  seventeenth  century. 
"The  Old  Woman  Tossed  in  a  Blanket"  is  of  the 
reign  of  James  II.,  to  whom  it  is  supposed  to  allude. 

Wesley  saw  a  difference  between  loud  talking 
and  screaming.  To  a  screamer  he  once  said :  "  Scream 
no  more  at  the  peril  of  your  soul.  God  now  warns 
you  by  me,  whom  he  has  set  over  you.  Speak  as 
earnestly  as  you  can,  but  do  not  scream.  Speak 
with  all  your  heart,  but  with  a  moderate  voice.  It 
was  said  of  our  Lord,  'He  shall  not  cry;'  the  word 
properly  translated  means,  '  He  shall  not  scream.' " 


BRIGHTLY. 

Allegretto. 


f 


From  Haydn's  "Sbasons. 


mf 

1.  Bright  •  ly, 

2.  O    -  dors, 

3.  Faint  -  ly, 


f  :^  f 


bright  -  ly       gleam  the  sparkling    rills;       Sum  -  mer, 
o  -   dors       load    the  sum  •  mer    air,        Mus  -  ic, 
faint  -  ly       sounds  the  dis  -  tant  fall;       Light  -  ly. 


sum  -  mer 
mus  ic 


\^ — f-H 

— 

m 

 \  ' 

r  1 

;  r  r 

i — ' 

 1 

1  P  Semi-Chorus. 

sleeps  on  ver  -  dant  hills,  A  -  mid  the  shades  we  ram  -  bling  stray.  Where  cooling  fountains 
sweet  -  ly  ech  -  oes  there ;  And  bright-est  maids,  with  soft  -  est  glance.  Then  join  the  song  and 
wood  -  land  ech  -  oes  call,     And   in    their  voice  we    seem  to     hear  The  tones  of  friends  once 


-1 — ^ 

Ml 

M 

'P  r  r  pi 

— 1 

1 

1 — , 

sport  -  ive  play, 
lead  the 
eav  and 


play.  1 
dance.  >■ 
dear,  j 


Peal  -  ing. 


peal  -  ing         come    the  laugh  and    shout;  While 


,  -r 

— c-^ 

1  ^ 

' — 1 

' — 1 

4^ 

 1  1 

t  M- 

gai  -  ly     we  sing     till    the    old     for  -  ests  nng,  WTiile  gai  -   ly     we  sing     till  the 


§    |#    *  f: 


^  J  ^1 

m  m  ^ — 


J  J  ^  d 


old  for- ests  ring  With  the  joy     of  our  mer  -  ry   rout.  With  the  joy   of  our  mer -ry  rout 


m  ,J  ^  y  IP 

i— U-U4 
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COME,  ALL  YE  FAITHFUL. 

4—^ — ^- 


4 — V 


J.  Reading,  d.  1692. 


3^ 


I 

1.  O  come,  all   ye  faith  -  ful, 

2.  Sing     al  -  le  -  lu  -  ia, 

3.  Yea,  Lord,  we  greet  Thee, 


I 

Joy  -  ful  and  tri  -  umphant,  O    come  ye,  O    come   ye  to 
All   ye  choirs  of    an- gels  ;0    sing,   all  ye    bliss  -  ful  ones  of 
Born  this  hap- py  morning;       Je  -  sus,  to    Thee  be  the 

'"J  I  -m- 


HI 


:^-r-r-F 


1 


A  -  des  -  te,    fi  -  de  -  les,    Lse  -  ti    tri  -  um-phan-tes,  Ve  -  ni  -  te,  ve  -  ni  -  te  in 
!    I  I 


^^^^^^^^^ 


Beth  -  le  -  hem 
Heav'n  a-bove 
glo    -  rygiv'n 


Come  and  be  -  hold  Him,  Mon  -  arch  of  An -gels!  O come, let  us  a 
Glo  -  ry   to  God  In  the  highest,     glo  -  ry !  O  come,  let  us  a 

Word  of  the  Fa  -  ther.  Now  in  flesh  ap  -  pear  -  ing,  O  come,  let  us  a 


1^  J 


J.  .J  J  J 


Beth  -  le  -  hem. 


Na  -  tum  vi  -  de  -  te,    Regem  an  -  ge  -  lo  -  rum,  Ve  -  ni  -  te,   a  -  do  - 


dore  Him,  O  come,  let  us    a  -  dore  Him,  O  come,  let  us    a  -  dore     Him,    Christ    the  Lord. 


±=±t 


re  -  mus,  Ve  -  ni  -  te,  a  -  do  -  re  -  mus,  Ve  -ni  -  te,  a  -  do  -  re    -    mus     Do  •  mi  -  num. 


THE  FARMER. 


Kindergarten. 


I.  Shall  I  show  you  how  the  farmer,  shall   I  show  you  how  the  farmer,  Shall  I  show  you  how  the 


^  1 

 K- 

1 

-•1 — m 

— • 

1 

-St 

farm  -  er      w/j  his*  bar  -  ley     and  wheat  ?    Look,  'tis   so,     so    that  the  farm  -  er,  look,  'tis 


-* — ' 

so,   so  that  the  farm  -  er,  Look, 'tis  so,   so  that  the  farm  -  er  j(37e/j  y^w*  bar  -  ley   and  wheat. 


1 — ^ — 


*  For  2d  verse,  sing — "  mows  his  " ;  3d,  "  brings  in  "  ;  4th,  "  threshes  " — thus  making  four  verses 
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Few  men  have  expressed  in  more  exquisite  lan- 
guage than  Macaulay  the  affection  which  every  good 
man  feels  for  a  wise  and  loving  mother :  "Make  much 
of  it  while  yet  you  have  the  most  precious  of  all  good 
gifts — a  loving  mother.  Read  the  unfathomable  love 
of  those  eyes ;  the  kind  anxiety  of  that  tone  and  look, 
however  slight  your  pain.  In  after  life  you  may  have 
friends,  fond,  dear,  kind  friends ;  but  never  will  you 
have  again  the  inexpressible  love  and  gentleness  lav- 
ished upon  you  which  none  but  a  mother  bestows. 


Often  do  I  sigh  in  my  struggle  with  the  hard,  uncai- 
ing  world  for  the  sweet,  deep  security  I  felt  when  of 
an  evening,  nestied  in  her  bosom,  I  listened  to  some 
quiet  tale,  suitable  to  my  age,  read  in  her  tender  and 
untiring  voice.  Never  can  I  forget  her  sweet  glances 
cast  upon  me  when  I  appeared  asleep ;  never  her  kiss 
of  peace  at  night.  Years  have  passed  away  since  I  laid 
her  beside  my  father,  yet  still  her  voice  whispers  from 
the  grave,  and  her  eyes  watch  over  me  as  I  visit  spots 
long  since  hallowed  to  the  memory  of  my  mother." 


MERRILY  WE  ROLL  ALONG. 


Alpine  Melody. 


1.  We    are  happy  and  free     as  a  crew    can  be, 

2.  Come  away  then  with  me  o'er  the  dark,  blue  sea, 

3.  On     our  vessel  we'll  ride  with  the  wind  and  the  tide, 


Wliile  our  bark  is  sail  -  ing  o'er  the 

And     a  gal  -  lant  sail  -  or  you  shall 

O'er   the  heaving  o  -  cean  swift  -  ly 

^  I     ^     !  3  N 


*  '  ^1      r  1/  r  ®  *  I 

sea.  Our    sails  we  heave  at  the  call  of  the  brave,  For  we  love  the  home  of  the  ocean  wave, 

be;  I'll   leave  my  home  on  the  waters  to  roam,  For  I  love  to  bound  o'er  the  sparkling  foam, 

glide;    Should  wild  winds  roar,  with  each  man  to  his  oar,  We  will  safely  land  on  our  destined  shore. 


Merrily  now  we  roll  along,  roll  along,  roll  along,  Merrily  now  we  roll  along,  Over  the  dark,  blue  sea.* 


GOOD-NIGHT,  LADIES. 


-I — KT-^ — 1  U  r?»5  \-r(m-m^& — 


Sostenuto.  ^ 

1.  Good-night,  la  -  dies !    Good-night,  la  -  dies !  Good- night,  la  -  dies !  We're  going  to  leave  you  now. 

2.  Fare  -  well,  la -dies!    Fare  -  well,  la- dies !  Fare  -  well,  la -dies!  We're  going  to  leave  you  now. 


-1 — r  ^-  ^    II  ^ 

1  \^  u 

FA  VORITE  SONGS  AND  HYMNS. 


69 


JOLLY  OLD  SAINT  NICHOLAS. 


"  School  Chtmbs. 
Per-  S.  Brain  arc's  Sons. 


1.  Jol  -  ly    old  Saint  Nich  -  o  -  las,    Lean  your  ear  this  way !  Don't  you  tell  a 

2.  When  the  clock  is    strik  -  ing  twelve.  When  I'm  fast    a  -  sleep,  Down  the  chimney, 

3.  John-ny  wants  a    pair    of  skates;  Su  -  sy  wants  a    dolly;  Nel  -  ly  wants  a 


J  J  J  J 


sin  -  gle    soul  What  I'm  going  to        say;      Christmas  Eve    is      com  -  ing  soon; 
broad  and  black,  With  your  pack  you'll    creep ;     All    the  stockings     you    will  find 
sto  -  «y  •  book;  She  thinks  dolls  are      folly;     As    for   me,    my  -  lit  -  tie  braia 


Now,  you  dear  old    man,  Whisper  what  you'll  bring  to    me ;  Tell   me    if     you  can. 
Hanging    in     a     row ;  Mine  will  be    the    shortest    one ;  You'll  be  sure     to  know. 
Is  -  n't    ve  -  ry  bright ;  Choose  for  me.  Old  San  -  ta  Claus,  What  you  think    is  right 


DECK  THE  HALL. 


Welsh  Air. 


1.  Deck  the  hall  with  boughs  of    hoi  -  ly, 

2.  See  the  blaz  -  ing  yule    be  -  fore 

3.  Fast     a_-way  the   old  year  p£^ 


-ly.l 

us,  V 
-  es,J 


Fa  la  la  la    la    la      la     la  la. 


'Tis 
Strike 
Hail 


is  the  sea-son  to  be  jol-ly,  "j  fDonw 
ce  the  harp  and  join  the  chorus,  ^  Fa  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la.-^  Follow 
il  the  new,  ye  lads  and  lasses !  J  (.  Sing  v 


C  Don  we  now  our 
me  in 
we  joy-ous 


ap-par  -  el,  Troll  the  ancient  Christmas  car  -  ol 
ry  measure, While  I  tell   of  Christmas  treasure 


,  [  Fa  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la. 
•J  If 


m—\  

i     U  i    1  ^ — 1 

r-l-^ 

^  >  ^ 

7^ 

1— ^ 
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LOCH  LOMOND. 


Old  Scotch  Song. 


1.  By  yon  bonnie  banks,  And  by  yon  bonnie  braes,Where  the  sun  shines  bright  on  Loch  Lo-mond  Where 

2.  'Twas  then  that  we  parted  In  yot.  shady  glen  On  the  steep,  steep  side  of  Ben  Lo-mond  Where 

3.  T  he  wee  birdie  sangAndthewildflowersspring  And  in  sunshine  the  waters  are   sleep -ing,  But  the 


me  and  my  true  love  Were  ever  wont  to  gae  On  the  bonnie,  bonnie  banks  of  Loch  Lomond.  Oh ! 
in  pur- pie  hue  The  Highland  hills  we  view  And  the  moon  coming  out  in  the  gloaming.  Oh ! 
broken  heart  it  kens  Nae  second  Spring  again  Tho 'the  waeful  may  cease  frae  their  greet -ing.  Oh! 


ye'U  take  the  high  road  and  I'll  take  the  low  road.  And  I'll  be  in  Scot -land  a  -  fore 


But 


me  and  my  true  love  we'll   never  meet  again  On  the  bonnie 


bonnie  banks  of  Loch  Lo  -  mond. 


HARD  TIMES. 

Moderato. 


[Stephen  C.  Foster. 


1.  Let    us  pause  in  life's  pleasures  and  count  its  many  tears  While  we  all      sap      sorrow  with  the 

2.  While  we  seek  mirth  and  beauty  and  music  light  and  gay  There  are  frail     forms  fainting  at  the 

3.  There's  a  pale  drooping  maiden  who  toils  her  life  away,  With  a  worn  heart  whose  better  days  are 

4.  'Tis   a  sigh  that  is  wafted  across  the  troubled  wave,  'Tis    a    wail  that  is  heard  upon  the 


1^ 


poor :  There's  a  song  that  will  linger  for  -  ev  er  in  our  ears ; 
door :  Tho'their  voices  are  silent,  their  pleading  looks  will  say : 
o'er :  Tho'  her  voice  would  be  merry,  'tis  sighing  all  the  day : 
shore,  'Tis  a  dirge  that  is  murmured  around  the  lowly  grave : 


Oh !  Hard  Times,  come  again  no  more. 
Oh !  Hard  Times,  come  again  no  more. 
Oh !  Hard  Times,  come  again  no  more. 
Oh !  Hard  Times,  come  again  no  more. 


^  ^  ^ 


I      I  k 


J^A  VORITE  SONGS  AND  HYMNS. 


71 


'Tis  the  song,  the  sigh   of  the  wea  -  ry;  Hard  Times,  Hard  Times,  come  again  no  more :  Many 


d 

ays  you  have  lingered    around  my  cabin  door.    Oh !  Hard  Times,  c 

1  zz  c-g-cr^^ ^ r  c— ^  1^  r 

:ome  • 

1 

igain    no  more. 

— 

.1   1  1 — 1— 

m— — w  w  \» — \- 

k  5  t^- 

OLD  EASY-CHAIR  BY  THE  FIRE. 

Moderate  espressivo.  ,  ^ 


 F^— I  1  — «— I — —I  1^  — R  1  1^  1^  1  \^  i%  1 


Jamrs  C.  Bbckbl. 


1.  The 

2.  Oh, 

3.  How 
4. 


The 


days  of  my  youth  have  all  si  -  lent  -  ly  sped,  And  my  locks  are  now  grown  thin  and 
she  was  my  guardian  and  guide  all  the  day,  And  the  angel  that  watched  round  my 
ho  -  ly  the  place,  as  we  gathered  at  night  Round  the  al  -  tar  where  peace  ev  -  er 
cot  -  tage  is  gone  which  my  in  -  fan  -  cy  knew.  And  the  place  is  despoiled  of  its 




gray.  My  hopes  like  a  dream  in  the  morning  have  fled,  And  nothing  remains  but  de  - 
bed.  Her   voice  in    a  murmur  of  prayer  died   away    For     blessings  to  rest  on  my 

dwelt.  To  '  join  in  an  anthem  of  praise,  and  unite  In  thanks  which  our  hearts  truly 
charms;     My  friends  are  all  gathered  beneath  the  old  yew.  And   slumber  in  Death's  folded 


cay: 
head, 
felt! 
arms; 


— — «_i  


Yet  I  seem  but  a  child  as  I  was  long  a  -  go.  When  I  stood  by  the  form  of  my 
Then  I  thought  ne'er  an  angel  that  Heaven  could  know,  Tho'  trained  in  its  own  peerless 
In  his  sa  -  cred  old  seat,  with  his  locks  white  as  snow,  Sat  the  ven  -  erable  form  of  my 
But       oft  -  en  with  rapture  my  bo  -  som  doth  glow,  As  I  think  of  my  home  and  my 

1  h 


a  tempo. 


In  the  old  easy-chair  by  the  fire. 

In  the  old  easy-chair  by  the  fire. 

In  the  old  easy-chair  by  the  fire. 

In  an  old  easy-chair  by  the  fire! 


sire, 
choir, 
sire, 
sire, 


And  my  dear  mother  sang,  as  she  rocked  to  and  fro 
Could  sing  like  my  mother,  who  rocked  to  and  fro 
While  my  dear  moth  er  sang  as  she  rocked  to  and  fro 
And  the  dearest  of  mothers,  who  sang  long  ago 
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The  human  ear  is  an  organ  the  true  inwardness 
of  which  the  physicians  have  never  been  able  to  get  at. 
They  can  examine  the  interior  of  the  eye  with  ease 
by  throwing  into  its  dark  chamber  a  ray  of  Hght 
reflected  from  a  little  mirror,  and  of  late  they  have 
found  it  possible  even  to  see  the  gray  matter  of  the 
brain  by  looking  through  the  little  canal  by  which  the 
optic  nerve  enters.  The  cavity  behind  the  nose  they 
inspect  with  the  aid  of  a  light  placed  far  back  in  the 
mouth.  They  see  into  the  stomach  by  an  electric 
apparatus.  But  the  ear,  as  to'its  internal  arrangements, 
is  quite  unapproachable.    It  is  even  impossible  to 


dissect  it  satisfactorily  after  death,  for  the  reason  that 
the  parts  collapse  at  once  when  the  vital  spark  leaves 
the  body.  The  drum,  in  a  living  person,  bars  the  way 
to  observation,  and  even  though  it  be  pierced,  the 
winding  passage  beyond  can  not  be  seen  through. 
On  the  other  side  of  the  drum  are  the  three  little 
bones — ^the  mallet,  the  anvil,  and  the  stirrup — which 
act  upon  each  other  as  levers.  The  drum  acts  as  a 
sort  of  buffer,  and  the  mallet,  immediately  in  contact 
with  it,  conveys  the  sound  waves  through  the  anvil 
and  the  stirrup  to  the  cochlea,  a  spiral,  shell-shaped 
chamber  just  behind  and  above  the  external  opening 


MY  BONNIE. 


Andante 


Dolce.\ 

1.  My    Bon  -  nie  is  o 

2.  Oh!  blow,   ye  wmds,  o 

3.  Last  night    as     I      lay    on  my 

4.  The  winds  have  blown  o  -  ver  the 


ver  the 
ver  the 


My    Bon  -  nie   is       o  -  ver  the 

And  blow,   ye  winds,  o  -  ver  the 

Last  night    as     I      lay  on  aiy 

The  winds  have  blown  o  -  ver  the 


m 


rrr 


S.  • 


My    Bon  -  nie     is       o  -  ver  the  o 

Oh!  blow,     ye  winds,  o  -  ver  the  o 

Last  night      as      I      lay    on  my  pil 

The  winds  have  blown  o  -  ver  the  o 


cean, 
cean, 
low, 
cean. 


Oh !  bring  back 
And  bring  back 
I   dreamed  that 
And  brought  back 


my 
my 
my 
my 


m 


■A- 
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Bon  -  nie 
Bon  -  nie 
Bon  -  nie 
Bon  -  nie 


to  me. 

to  me 

was  dead, 

to  me. 


Bring  back,  bring  back, 

Bring  back,  bring  back, 

Bring  back,  bring  back. 

Bring  back,  bring  back, 


Bring  back  my  Bon  -  nie  to 

Bring  back  my  Bon  -  nie  to 

Bring  back  my  Bon  -  nie  to 

Bring  back  my  Bon  -  nie  to 


W- 


^— I — r 


^  f 


l-r-4- 


2^ 


9=Zr 


me,  to 


me,    Bring    back,    bring    back,  Oh !  bring  back  my  Bon  -  nie     to  me 
'   -f^  ^ 


Si 


I — n 


•I — I — r 


of  the  ear.  This  shell  is  composed  of  filaments  of  the 
auditory  nerve,  coiled  spirally,  and  each  one  erect  and 
waving  tremulously  in  response  to  the  slightest  wave 
of  sound.  They  carry  the  sound  impression  directly 
to  the  brain,  and  so  delicate  is  their  sensitiveness  that 
the  hearer  perceives  not  only  the  degree  of  loudness, 
but  even  the  finest  quality  of  a  sound,  the  harmony 
of  tones,  and  the  distance  from  which  it  comes.  The 
moment  that  life  becomes  extinct,  however,  the  spiral 
shell  of  nerves  collapses  and  the  marvelous  organ  is  a 
dead  thing,  unsatisfactory  to  investigating  anatomists. 


It  pays  well  to  do  all  we  can  to  have  music  taught, 
and  that  correctly,  in  all  our  public  schools.  Rev. 
Joseph  Cook  has  beautifully  said,  "  If  music  be  not  the 
gate  of  heaven,  it  is  the  broad,  plam  stairway  winding 
to  that  portal.  Perhaps  I  do  not  exaggerate  when  I 
call  music  the  most  accessible  of  the  stairways  to  the 
pearly  gates ;  and  certainly  it  is  one  of  the  occupa- 
tions of  heaven,  without  which  heaven  would  hardly 
be  itself  to  Christian  apprehensions."  "Where  is  the 
regular  teacher  who  could,  conscientiously,  refuse  to 
help  place  every  child  on  this  "beautiful  stairway?" 


FAVORITE  SONGS  AND  HYMNS. 


73 


LOVELY  MAY. 


Spanish  Melody. 


1.  Love  -  ly    May,  love  -  ly   May,   Decks  the  world  with    blos-soms  gay;"Coineye  all, 

2.  Light  -  ly    pass,  light  -  ly   pass.   Thro'  the   nod  -  ding  mead  -  ow  grass.  Woodlands  bright. 


i 


come  ye  all,"  1  hus  the  flow -ers  call, 
woodlands  bright,  Wake  from  winter's  night. 


Sparkles  now  the  sun  -  ny  dale,  Fragrant  is  the 
Where  the  sil-ver  brooklet  flows.  Rippling  soft  -  ly 


m 


flow  -  ery  vale ;  Song  of  bird, 
as      it     goes,    Will    we  rest, 

1^    1^  1^ 


song  of  bird,  In 
will    we    rest,  In 


the  grove  is  heard, 
green  moss  -  y  nest. 


Lightly  row !   Lightly  row ! 
O'er  the  glassy  waves  we  go ; 
Smoothly  glide !  Smoothly  glide ! 
On  the  silent  tide. 
Let  the  winds  and  waters  be 
Mingled  with  our  melody ; 
Sing  and  float !  Sing  and  float ! 
In  our  little  boat. 


Far  away !  Far  away ! 
Echo  in  the  rocks  at  play, 
Calleth  not,  Calleth  not, 
To  this  lonely  spot. 
Only  with  the  sea-bird's  note, 
Shall  our  dying  music  float ! 
Lightly  row !   Lightly  row ! 
Echo's  voice  is  low. 


Lightly  row !  Lightly  row! 
O'er  the  glassy  waves  we  go; 
Smoothly  glide !  Smoothly  glide 
On  the  silent  tide. 
Let  the  winds  and  waters  be 
Mingled  with  our  melody ; 
Sing  and  float!  Sing  and  float  j 
In  our  little  boat. 


IF  EVER  I  SEE. 


Childhood  Songs. 


1.  If      ev  -  er    I       see.  On    bush   or     tree.  Young  birds  in 

2.  My  moth-er,  I     know.  Would  sor  -  row      so,  Should  I  be 

3.  And  when  they  can      fly.  In  the  bright  blue    sky  They'll  war  -  ble  a 


pret  -  ty  nest, 
sto  -  len  a  -  way : 
song  to        me ; 


I  must  not,  in 
So  I'll  speak  to 
And        then  if 


my 
the 
I'm 


play.  Steal  the  birds  a  -    way.  To 
birds  In     my  soft  -  est  words.  Nor 
sad.  It     will  make  me  so  glad,  To 


grieve  their     moth-er's  breast, 
hurt   them     in      my  play, 
think  they  are  hap  -  py  and  free. 

3*-  r-r- 


1 — \;r^ 
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■SSj^  ^_4-.-l— J-r— I. 


Little  Ones. 


A,  B,    C,  D,   E,  F,    G,    H,  I,    J,  K,  L,  M,  N,  O,   P,      Q,  R,  S,  and  T,  U,  V, 


1^  1^  1^  1^ 

\—^-r-^ — W-\ 


W(double-you),and  X,  Y,    Z.    Hap-py,  hap-py  shall  we  be,Whenwe'velearnedour  A,B,C. 


BIBABUTZEMANN. 


a  tempo. 


^^^^ 


Gay  dances  Bi  -  ba  -  butzemann,  All  in  and  out  and  round  about ;  Gay  dances  Bi  -  ba  -  butzemann,  Our 
Es  tanzt  ein  Bi  -  ba  -  butzemann,  in  unserm  Haus,  herumdi  dum ;  Es  tanzt  ein  Bi  -  ba  -  butzemann,  in 


house  all  round  about.  He  whirls  himself  and  twirls  himself,  And  flings  his  bag  behind  himself.  Gay 
un  -  serm  Haus  herum.        Er   riit- telt  sich  und  schiittelt  sich  er  wirft  sein  Sackchenhinter  sich.  Es 

:g--.-g---g=g--:gi^-r  -r-r  -gi -g---g=g---gi^g-- 


— ^-r^i  


L-=rr=r 


FOX  AND  GOOSE. 


Moderate. 

1        >  "S  ' 

*  >  > 

*  > 

1.  Fox,  you've  stolen  my  grey  gander,  Better  bring  him  back,  Better  bring  him  back !  There's  a  hun  -  ter 

2.  Soon  he  will,  his  ri  -  fle  showing,  Shoot  you  in  the  head,  Shoot  you  in  the  head !  Fast  the  red  drops 

3.  Lit  -  tie  fox,  beware,  there's  danger,  Thieving  will  not  do,  Thieving  will  not  do !  Bet  -  ter  be  to 


watching  yonder,  He  is  on  your  track.  There's  a  hunter,  watching  yonder,  He  is  on  your  track, 
will  be  flowing.  You  will  then  be  dead,  Fast  the  red  drops  will  be  flowing.  You  will  then  be  dead, 
goose  a  stranger,  Mouse  is  best  for  you,  Bet  -  ter  be  to  goose  a  stranger.  Mouse  is  best  for  you. 


Fuchs,  du  hast  die  Gans  gestohlen, 

Gieb  sie  wieder  her, 
Sonst  wird  sie  der  Jager  holen, 

Mit  dem  Schiessgewehr. 


Seine  grosse  lange  Flinte, 
Schiesst  auf  dich  den  Schrot, 

Dass  dich  farbt  die  rothe  Tinte, 
Und  dann  hist  du  todt. 


1^  1^  k 

3. 

Liebes  Fiichslein  lass  dir  rathen, 
Sei  doch  nur  kein  Dieb : 

Nimm,  du  brauchst  nicht,  Ganse- 
Mit  der  Maus  fiirlieb.  [braten 
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NURSERY  SONGS. 


1.  Ding  dong!    ding  dong!  The     old  year    will  soon 

2.  Ding  dong !    ding  dong !  Tell      us,  year,     be  -  fore 

3.  Ding  dong!   ding  dong!  Why  can't  years  comeback 


be  gone,  Ding 
you    go.  Ding 
a  -  gain.  Ding 


dong!  ding 
dong !  ding 
dong !  ding 


dong! 
dong! 
dong! 


5^ 


And  a  new  one's  com  -  ing  on;  Ding  dong!  ding 
Why  at  last  you  hur  -  ry  so?  Ding  dong!  ding 
Just    the  same  as  they  have  been?   Ding  dong!  ding 


dong !  Ring  the 
dong !  Ring  the 
dong!   Ring  the 


New  Year 
New  Year 
New  Year 


bells, 
bells, 
bells. 


MAMMA'S  LOVE. 




— m 
b  m 

1  »(— « — ■!  

1  ^  1  1  

1.  The      vio    -    let     loves      a      mos  -  sy 

2.  The      sun  -   shine    kiss  -   es     mount  and 

^  I  J" 


bank,  The  cow 
vale,     The  stars 


slip  loves  the 
they     kiss  the 


— "m-  ^-1 — l=H,  ^ — "1— * — — I — 


i 


the  elm,  But  I 
ver  blooms.  But  I 


love  thee, 
kiss  thee. 


lea,  The  scar  -  let     creep  -  er  loves 

sea,  The  west  winds  kiss     the    clo  - 


DARLING,  GO  TO  REST. 


^  r  r 


1.  Evening  shades  are  falling;  Time  to  go  to   rest;    Stars  are  softly  call  -  ing  Darling  to  her  rest. 

2.  Time  to  go  lo  bed,  love;  Lay  thee  down  to  sleep :  Weary    little  head,  love,  God  will  safely  keep. 


Sweet  the  sleep  before    thee  Till  morning  light;  Godinheav'nwatcho'erthee,  My  love,  good  night. 


:g  F 

• — r 

• —  :l 

m — m-H 

1  !  

>  p  >     1  1 

 ^ 
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We  heard  from  a  bright  woman  the  other  day  the 
expression  "a  musical  snob,"and  asked  what  it  meant. 
<*A  musical  snob,  my  dear,  is  one  of  the  most  insuf- 
ferable of  all  snobs.  I  mean  by  it  an  imperfectly-ed- 
ucated amateur,  a  person  who  can  perhaps  play  fairly 
■well  on  some  musical  instrument,  or  can  possibly 
sing  without  serious  faults  the  ordinary  run  of  songs 
one  hears  in  the  parlor  or  at  an  amateur  concert. 
When  such  meagerly  educated  musicians  claim  'to 
know  all,'  though  they  really  know  little  more  than 
nothing ;  when  they  profess  to  have  no  interest  in 
■*  popular  music,'  but  dote  on  <  the  classical ;'  when  such 


self-satisfied  persons  criticise  every  musician,  affect  to 
discover  faults  where  others  more  competent  to  give 
an  opinion  are  free  to  award  credit — why,  they  are 
musical  snobs,  my  dear,  and  the  laughing  stock  of 
everybody  who  loves  music.  Such  shallow  frauds 
find  fault  with  the  programmes  at  the  summer  con- 
certs because  they  are  too  light ;  such  meretricious 
musicians  affect  to  dislike  Gericke,  to  sneer  at  Thomas, 
and  to  dote  on  Seidl.  They  can't  bear  to  hear  an 
Italian  opera  ;  they  must  have  'Varkner'  or  nothing. 
They  like  Von  Bulow,  but '  can't  bear '  Krebs,  and 
regard  Carreno  as  a  mere  *  amateur.'    They  are  wild 


JOHNNY  SCHMOKER. 


•A  \  Pi-K-, 

L 1    1  ^j; 

Johnny   Schmoker,   Johnny    Schmoker,  kann'st  du 

^  ^  ^  .m.  jm-  . 

sin  -  gen?  Kann'st  d 

m.  -m-  -m- 

u  spielen?  Ich  kann 

^  m  i-g  ^— P  t:~Ft=— 1=  1 — \ — [ 

ffF~r~  T — T—^-T-  T — r — — 

(=  t=-4= 

 1  1  '  m 

-m — m — |S — p — t 

^^tp»->— 4 — i — -V— ti^— H — r — fc^— 

w — m — \m — 1  

1    1  > 

L|  ,-  -   1^   ^  L 

■tst  tune. 


^D.C./t»y      2nd  time. 


Witty  witty  wink,  das  ist  die      Fi  -  fey. 
t2i5^i_i^i^_i^_^_i^_i^ — m — (  1 — U^-H  4- 

Rub  a  dub  a  dub,  das  ist  die     Trommel,  Mein 

D.  C.         ird  time. 

wit  -  ty   wit  -  ty  wink,  das  ist    die      Fi  -  fey. 


Triangle. 


3d  time. — Triangle. 

:Ting  ting  ting,  das  ist  Triangle. :(( 
Witty  witty  wink,  das  ist  die  Fifey. 
Rub  a  dub  a  dub,  das  ist  die  Trommel. 
Mein  rub  a  dub  a  dub,  mein  witty  witty  wink, 
Mein  ting  ting  ting,  das  ist  Triangle. 

{D.  C.  Johnny  Schmoker,  for  4th  time.) 


4th  time. — Trombone. 
y||:Boom  boom  boom,  das  ist  die  Trombone. :|| 
5th  time. — Cymbal. 
||:Zim  zim  zim,  das  ist  die  Cymbal.  :|| 
6th  time. — Viol. 
/I|:Voom  voom  voom,  das  ist  die  Viol.  :|| 

7th  time. — Doodelsack.    ( Bagpipe.) 
II :  Twack  twack  twack,  das  ist  der  Doodelsack.  :|| 


about  the  *  chello.'  If  they  hear  the  '  crowd '  praising 
a  singer  they  immediately  pounce  on  his  or  her 'style,* 
or  *  phrasing,'  or '  tones ' — anything  at  all  to  make  pre- 
cious little  knowledge  pass  as  the  dictum  of  an  artist, 
a  critic,  or  a  lover  of  the  '  best  music'  A  musical 
snob,  my  dear,  is  one  of  the  most  repulsive  of  its  spe- 
cies, for  it  persists  in  pushing  its  snobbishness  upon  the 
sight  and  hearing  of  an  abused  and  disgusted  public. 
Be  patient  with  the  creature;  may  be  it  can't  help  it." 

In  the  old  humorous  song  here  given,  sing  to  first 
D.  C.  then  repeat  from  the  beginning,  omitting  the 


part  marked  1st  time,  passing  to  part  marked  2d  time, 
continue  on  to  Z>.  C.  of  this  (second  part )  then  repeat 
again  from  the  beginning,  omitting  both  first  and  sec- 
ond time  parts,  passing  to  third  time,  or  new  part,  and 
so  on.  Observe  that  the  motions  are  made  only  when 
the  words  describing  the  instruments  are  simg,  as  for 
example,  at  "  Rub-a-dub,"  the  roll  of  the  drum  is 
imitated,  before  and  after  which  the  arms  and  hands 
are  motionless.  At  every  D.  C.  let  the  arms  fall.  It  rep- 
resents a  lively  old  fellow,  a  German  musician,  who 
is  telling  his  friend  Johnny  Schmoker  about  the  in- 


FA  VORITE  SONGS  AND  HYMNS. 


11 


Struments  upon  which  he  can  play,  describing  them 
by  motions  while  he  sings.  "When  performed  by  a 
chorus,  especially  of  men,  the  movements  being  in 
exact  time  and  all  together,  the  effect  produced  is 
unique  and  entertaining.  The  motions  are  made  only 
when  the  words  describing  the  instruments  are  sung, 
as  for  example  at  "  Rub-a-dub-a-dub  "  the  roll  of  the 
drum  is  imitated,  beginning  in  the  case  of  all  the 
instruments  with  the  first  and  ending  exactly  with  the 
last  word;  of  "Witty  witty  wink,"  the  hands  are 
placed  as  if  playing  the  fife  and  the  fingers  only  move; 
of  '*  Ting  ting  ting,"  the  right  hand  strikes  three  times 


under  the  left  as  if  playing  the  triangle;  of  "Boom 
boom  boom,"  the  hand  is  moved  forward  and  back 
as  if  playing  the  trombone;  and  so  on  to  the  last, 
which  is  imitated  by  crooking  both  arms  and  striking 
with  them  against  the  sides  as  if  playing  the  bagpipe. 
Observe  that  the  singing  in  the  case  of  some  of  the 
instruments  is  loud  and  of  others  soft;  also,  that  the 
phrase  where  each  instrument  is  first  mentioned  is 
repeated,  and  that  the  first  movement  which  is  sung 
when  each  instrument  is  introduced  is  ( to  save  room  ) 
printed  but  once.  The  effect  of  this  song  with  a  com- 
pany of  children  is  highly  amusing  and  greatly  enjoyed. 


SWINGING  'NEATH  THE  APPLE-TREE. 


O.  R.  Barkowes. 
Per.  BiGLOW  &  Main, 


I.  Oh,  the  sports  of  child  -  hood !  Roaming  thro'  the  wild  -  wood,  Running  o'er  the  mead  -  ows. 


1.  Oh,  the  sports  of  child  -  hood !  Roaming  thro'  the  wild  -  wood.  Running  o'er  the  mead  -  ows, 

2.  Swaying    in    the  sun  -  beams,  Floating   in     the  shad  •  ow,    Sail  -  ing  on    the  breez  -  es, 

3.  Oh,  the  sports  of  child  -  hood!  Roaming  thro'  the  wild  -  wood,   Sing -ing  o'er  the  mead  -  ows. 


hap  -  py  awd  free;  But  my  heart's  a  -  beat  *  ing  For  the  old  time  greet  -  ing, 
hap  -  py  and  free;  Chas  -  ing  all  our  sad  •  ness,  Shout  -  ing  in  our  glad  -  ness, 
hap  -  py    and  free;      How  my  heart's  a  -  beat  -  ing,    Think -ing     of     the  greet  -  ing. 


Swing  •  ing  'neath  the  old 
Swing  -  ing  'neath  the  old 
Swing  •  ing    'neath    the  old 


ap 
ap 
ap 


pie  tree, 
pie  tree, 
pie  tree. 


Swing 
Swing 
Swing 


mg,  swmg 
ing,  swing 
ing,  swing 


mg, 
ing. 
ing, 


Swing 


 J  J  J_t_J?._Ji—  N  fej_4- 


Swing  -  ing,  swing  -  ing,  Lull 

^  ^  


ing  care      to    rest  'neath   the     old     ap  -  pie 


tree. 


Swing 


Swing 
I 


ing 


'neath  the 


old 


Swinging,    swinging,  swinging, 



swinging. 


swing-  ing  'neath  the  old      ap  -  pie  tree. 


ing. 


Swing  -  ing  'neath   the    old        ap  -  pie  tree. 


Swing 


mg. 


Swing 
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THE  MAID  OF  THE  MILL. 

Andante  grauioso. 


Hamilton  Aids. 
Stephen  Adams. 


^  1^ 

1.  Golden  years    a -go     in     a  mill    beside  the  sea,  There  dwelt  a  lit  -  tie  maid  -  en,  who 

2.  Leaden  years  have  passed,  grey-haired  I  look  around ;  The  earth  has  no  such  maidens  now,  such 


^  ff 

y — V 

Ml 

^  ll4  

plighted  her  faith  to  me ;  The  mill-wheel  now  is  si  -  lent,  the  maid's  eyes  clos-ed  be ;  And 
mill-wheels  turn  not  round.  But  whene'er  I  think  of  Heav'n,  and  of  what  the  an  -  gels  be,  I 


all  that  now  remains  of  her,  are  the  words  she  sang  to  me. 
see  a  -  gain  that  lit  -  tie  maid,  and  hear  her  words  to  me. 


I  I 

Do  not  for  -  get  me ! 
Do       not  for  -  get  me! 


— =1  u4-'iz3_     -'i  n~ 


www 


i 


1.1,1 


^oco  piu  mosso. 


f 


Do   not  for -get   me!    Think  some  -  times    of  me    still,         When  the  morn  breaks, 


tzzit-t-t 


t — t- 


con  passione. 


1  1. 

r-4- 

and     the  thros-tle  a  -  wakes.      Re  -  mem  -  ber  the  maid     of  the  mill!"     "Do  not  for - 


I  ■  I       I       I     I       I  I 

get  me !     Do  not  for  -  get  me !  Re  -  mem  -  ber  the  maid,     the  maid  of   the  mill ! 


1      I   '  t 
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AN  ODD  OLD  MAN. 


John  Drake. 
Arthur  Sullivan. 


^-n  


1.  Con-ceive    me,   if     you  can, 

2.  With-laugh  -  of  -  cheer  old  man, 

3.  A     go  -  as-you-please  old  man, 


An  odd,  de  -  liglitful  man ;  That  no  one  on  earth,  wher- 
To  -  chil  -  dren-dear  old  man.  Eyes  twinkling  so  merry,  cheeks 
With-a-weakness-for-trees  old  man,  And  he  covers  them  over,  this 


1> 

1 

S   K   1^   j  ^ 

1 

— 

 il? 

ev-erhis  birth.  Has  had  the  luck  to  scan;  A  matter-of-fact  old  man,  Never-caught-in-the-act  old 
brown  as  a  berry,  And-never  -  a-tear  old  man ;  Amarvel-of-sense  old  man,  Where-icebergs-are-dense  old 
happy  old  rover,  With  gifts  that  please,  oldmani  Fond-of-sleet-and-of-snow  old  man,  With-a-team-that- 


But  he  comes  and  he  goes,  as  all  his-to-ry  shows,  With  sleigh  well  packed,  old  man ! 
But     once  a  year  coming,  his  merry  song  humming,  Then  quick  speeding  hence,  old  man ! 
man.     Then  away  like  the  wind,  a  gay  welcome  to    find  In  homes  high  and  low,    old  man ! 


JOHNNY 

Allegretto. 


GREEN. 


Fine. 


T.  M.  Miller. 


1.  Johnny  Green  has  come  to  town;  Ha,  ha, 

2.  Johnny  wears  a  hat  of  straw ;  Ha,  ha, 

3.  But  his  face   is  shaven  clean;  Ha,  ha, 

4.  Johnny  Green  has  found  a  place.  Ha,  ha, 


ha,  for 
ha,  for 
ha,  for 
ha,  for 


^  i 

Johnny  Green ;  Clumsy  boots  and  coat  of  brown ; 
Johnny  Green ;  Strangest  hat  you  e v  -  er  saw ; 
Johnny  Green ;  And  his  gaze  is  quite  se  -  rene ; 
Johnny  Green;  All  folks  like  his  hon  -  est  face; 


r— M!*-|  r 

zy.  c.  :5[rangest  ngure  ev  -  er  seen;  tla,  na,  tia,  lor  Johnny  lireen! 
(4.)  Prim  and  nice,  well-brushed  and  clean,Ha,  ha,  ha,  for    Johnny  Green! 


n.  C. 


Ha,  ha,  ha,  for  Johnny  Green ;  Dodging  in    a    zig -  zag  line ;  Dodging  crowds   of  ladies  fine; 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  for  Johnny  Green ;  Turkey  feathers  in  the  band.  Thickly   round  his  head  they  stand ; 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  for  Johnny  Green;  He  has  come  the  sights  to  see.  Now  he    looks  at  you  and  me! 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  for  Johnny  Green;  Working  like  a   he  -  ro,    he  Learns  the  fash  -  ion  speed  -  ^  -  ly; 


8o 


FLAG  OF  THE  FREE  COLLECTION. 


I  REMEMBER  once  asking  a  distinguished  Polish 
lady,  herself  a  notable  musician  and  pupil  of  the  great 
Chopin,  whether  she  ever  played  Hungarian  music. 
"  No,"  she  answered,  '*  I  cannot  play  it;  there  is  some- 
thing in  that  music  which  I  have  not  got — something 
which  is  wanting  in  me."  What  was  wanting  I  came 
to  understand  later,  when  I  became  familiar  with 
Hungarian  music  as  rendered  by  the  Tzigane  players. 
It  was  the  training  of  a  gipsy's  whole  life  which  was 
wanting  here — a  training  which  alone  teaches  the 


secret  of  deciphering  those  wild  strains  which  seem 
borrowed  from  the  voice  of  the  tempest  or  stolen 
from  whispering  reeds.  In  order  to  have  played  the 
Hungarian  music  aright  she  would  have  required  to 
have  slept  on  mountain  tops  during  a  score  of  years^ 
to  have  been  awakened  by  fallen  dews,  to  have  shared 
the  food  of  eagles  and  squirrels,  and  have  been  on 
equally  familiar  terms  with  stags  and  creeping  things 
— conditions  which  unfortunately  lie  altogether  out 
of  the  reach  of  delicate  Polish  ladies. — Blackwood. 


WHEN  I  COME. 

P  Allegretto 


SuABiAN  Folk-song. 


0*      P     Allegretto.  .  W     ^     W  Vfadlib.  a  ten^o. 


1.  Must   I     then,  must  I  then  leave  my  hap-py   lit  -  tie  town, 

2.  Ah,  thy  tears !  ah,  thy  tears !  they  are  fall  -  ing  like  the  rain, 

3.  In  a  year,  in  a  year,  when  the  lit  -  tie  ber-ries  ripe, 
I.  Muss  I    denn,  muss  I  denn  zum  Stad  -  te  -  le  'naus. 


hap-py  lit  -  tie  town,  And 
fall  -  ing  like  the  rain,  Sweet 
lit  -  tie  ber-ries  ripe,  I'll 
Stad  -  te  -  le  'naus,  Und 


^  ^  \       ad  lib.  a  tempo. 

thou,  my  love,  bide  here  ?  When  I  come,when  I  come, when  I  come  back  again,  come  back  again,Then  with 
love,  so  dear  to  me ;  In  the  world,  in  the  world,  there  are  many  fair  beside,  many  fair  beside,  But 
come  a-  gain  to  thee,  And  if  then,  oh,  if  then  thou  dost  truly  love  me  still,  truly  love  me  still.  My 
dumein  Schatzbleibsthier?  Wenn  I  komm,wenn  I  komm,  wenn  I  wiedrum  komm,  wiedrum  komm,  Kehr'  I 


thee  I'll  stay,  my  dear.  If  now  with  thee  I  cannot  re  -  main,  My  love  for  thee's  the  same.  When  I 
I'll  be  true  to  thee !  Think  not  an  -  oth  -  er  when  I  see,  This  heart  will  faithless  be.  In  the 
dar-ling  wife  thou'  It  be.  In  that  brief  year  I'll  have  served  my  time,  And  thou  canst  call  me  thine !  And  if 
ein,  mein  Schatz,  bei  dir.  Kann  I  gleich  nit  all-weil  bei  dir  sein,  Han  I  doch  mein'  Freud'  an  dir ;  Wenn  I 


I  ad  lib.  a  tempo.  ^    ^  | 

come,  when  I  come,  when  I  come  back  again,  come  back  again,  Then  with  thee  I'll  stay,  my  dear ! 
world,  in  the  world,  there  are  many  fair  beside,  many  fair  beside.  But      I'll  be  true  to  thee, 
then,  oh,  if  then  thou  dost  truly  love  me  still,   truly  love  me  still,  My     darling  wife  thou'lt  be. 
komm,  wenn  I  komm,  wenn  I  wiedrum  komm,  wiedrum  komm,  Kehr'  I  ein,  mein  Schatz,  bei  dir. 


Wie  du  weinst,  wie  du  weinst,  dass  I  |:  wandere  muss ; 

Wie  wenn  d'  Lieb'  jetzt  war'  vorbei ; 
Sind  au  drauss,  sind  au  drauss  der  |:  Madele  viel :] 

Lieber  Schatz,  I  bleib'  dir  treu. 

Denk'  du  net,  wenn  I  'ne  And're  seh', 

No  sei  mei  Lieb'  vorbei : 
Sind  au  drauss,  sind  au  drauss  der|:  Madele  viel, :] 

Lieber  Schatz,  I  bleib'  dir  treu. 


Uebers  Jahr,  ^nbers  Jahr  wenn  me  |:Traubele  schneidt,: 

Steir  I  hier  mi  wiedrum  ein ; 
Bin  I  dann,  bin  I  dann  dein|:  Schatzele  noch,  :|' 

So  soil  die  Hochzeit  sein. 

Uebers  Jahr  da  ist  mein'  Zeit  vorbei, 

Do  g'hor  I  mein  und  dein; 
Bin  I  dann,  bin  I  dann  dein  |:  Schatzele  noch,  :j) 

So  soil  die  Hochzeit  sein. 
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SEE  AT  YOUR  FEET, 
^rz:]^— F=^=:=:t:=::]: 


1.  See   at  your  feet  a  suppliant  one,Whose  place  should  be    your  heart; 

2.  Oh!  do  not  spurn  the  only  friend  On   whom  she  could     de  -  pend; 


M.  W.  Balfe. 
From  "  Bohemian  Girl. 


Behold  the  on  -  ly 
I     was  the  on  -  ly 


1 

w  r  1 

liv  -  ing  thing 
liv  -  ing  thing 


To  which  she  had  to 
To  which  she  had  to 


cling.  And  saved  her  life,watch'd  o'er  her  years, 
cling :       And  saved  her  life,watch'd  o'er  her  years. 


With  all  the  fondness  faith  endears,  And  her  affection 
With  all  the  fondness  faith  endears.  And  her  affection 


won. 
won. 


Rend  not  such  ties 
Rend  not  such  ties 


WHO  IS  SYLVIA? 

Moderato. 


Franz  Schubert. 


1.  Who     is     Syl  -  via? 

2.  Is       she  kind  as 

3.  Then    to    Syl  -  via 


what 
she 
let 


-3^ 

she.  That   all    our  swains  commend  her? 

fair?  For   beau-ty    lives  with  kind- ness, 

sing,  That  Syl  -  via     is     ex  -  eel  -  ling: 

I 


-IS- 


53= 


Ho 
To 
She 


ly,  fair, 
her  eyes 
ex  -  eels 


1 


— -Fl  -L: 


and  wise 
love  doth 
each  mor 


-5-  i^-r 

is  she ; 
re  -  pair, 
tal  thing 


:3:z:jf=t-i=H.-z:ii^=5==E 


The  heav'ns  such  grace  did  lend  her 
To  help  him  of  his  blind  •  ness. 
Up  -  on    the  dull  earth  dwell  -  ing. 


-v—\ 


t — v—t 


That 
And, 
Gar  . 


a  -  dor  -  ed 
being  heal'd,  he 
lands    to  her 


she  might 
there  doth 
let  us 


be, 
dwell, 
bring, 


That  a  -  dor  •  ed  she  might  be. 
And,  being  heal'd,  he  there  doth  dwell. 
Gar  -  lands  to     her    let     us  bring. 
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"Will  It  Grind?" — A  young  composer,  radiant 
with  new  ideas,  once  called  upon  Rossini  with  his 
roll  of  new  music.  Would  the  master  examine  his 
work?  Before  looking  at  the  sheets,  he  asked  one 
question:  "Young  man,  will  it  grind?"  The  great 
composer  sees  a  redeeming  feature  in  the  hand-organ. 
"  Will  it  grind?"  Plainly,  Rossini  meant  that,  if  the 
voung  man's  music  would  not  fit  a  hand-organ,  it  was 
worthless  in  one  sense.  Playful  and  trivial  remarks 
often  contain  a  deal  of  wisdom,  and  mean  more  than 
they  seem.  The  idea  of  using  a  hand-organ  as  a  test 
for  music  is  certainly  original.  Brushing  away  techni- 
calities, it  means  just  this.  A  song  that  is  simple  and 
singable  can  be  put  to  the  mechanical  stiffness  of  a 
mere  music-machine,  and  can  be  performed  by  steam 
or  hand  power  in  such  a  way  as  to  be  easily  recog- 
nized. Home,  Sweet  Home  and  the  Last  Rose  of 
Summer  belong  to  this  class.    Their  character  is  pro- 


nouneed,  distinct,  and  mechanical — mechanical  in  a 
good  sense.  They  conform  to  the  laws  of  rhythm, 
metre,  and  numbers.  Music  and  figures  are  inti- 
mately related.  The  barrel  of  the  hand-organ  turns 
round  in  a  fixed  space.  A  pin  set  into  it  at  a  certain 
place,  and  another  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  diam- 
eter, will  sound  notes  on  flie  organ  in  exactly  the 
same  relative  time,  whether  the  handle  be  turned  fast 
or  slow.  If  you  can  imagine  four  pins  on  the  barrel, 
at  equal  distances,  it  must  be  plain  that  the  musical 
tones  will  follow  each  other  with  mechanical  precis- 
ion, at  whatever  rate  they  may  be  produced.  The 
sense  of  numbers  and  order  in  music  is  innate  in  all. 
Every  one  can  beat  time  to  a  clearly-defined  melody. 
It  is  the  musically  cultivated  who  go  beyond,  and 
enjoy  music  not  having  this  marked  mechanical  fea- 
ture. Of  course,  you  will  not  think  that  Rossini, 
when  he  asked  if  the  young  man's  music  would  grind, 


I  :  LIGHTLY  ROW.  Spanish  Melody. 

i       I.  Light -ly    row!    Light -ly    row!  O  er    the  glas  -  sy  waves  we  go;   Smoothly  glide! 

2.  Far     a  -  way !    Far     a  -  way !  Ech  -  o  in     the  rocks  at  play,     Calleth  not, 

3.  Light- ly    row!    Light -ly    row!  O'er    the  glas  -  sy  waves  we  go;   Smoothly  glide! 


Smoothly  glide !  On  the  si -lent  tide 
Call  -  eth  not.  To  this  lone-ly  spot. 
Smoothly  glide !  On  the   si -lent  tide 


Let  the  winds  and  wa  -  ters  be  Mingled  with  our 
On  -  ly  with  the  sea-bird's  note.  Shall  our  dy-  ing 
Let  the  winds  and  wa  -  ters  be    Mingled  with  our 


mel  -  o  -  dv:      Sins;  and  float!     Sine   and  float!      ^  our 


mel  -  o  -  dy;  Sing  and  float!  Sing  and  float!  In  our  lit  -  tie  boat, 
mu  -  sic  float !  Light  -  ly  row !  Light  -  ly  row !  Ech  -  o's  voice  is  low. 
mel  -  o  -  dy;      Sing  and  fleet!     Sing   and  float!       In    our    lit  -  tie  boat. 


meant  that  all  music  must  conform  to  this  severe  test. 
Far  from  it.  He  probably  meant,  that  to  be  popular, 
to  have  a  singing  character,  and  to  appeal  to  the  great 
mass  of  men  and  women,  it  must  be  capable  of  being 
ground  out  on  the  organ.  The  opera  of  Martha  is 
neither  deep  nor  powerful,  yet  it  is  very  popular. 
Every  song  in  it  can  be  ground  on  a  machine.  Bee- 
thoven's Fifth  Symphony,  the  giant  effort  of  a  master 
mind,  is  utterly  unfit  for  a  hand-organ.  The  opera  is 
simple,  rhythmical,  and  melodious.  The  symphony 
is  involved,  abounds  in  intricate  rhythm,  and  displays 
a  bewildering  maze  of  beautiful  and  picturesquely 
irregular  ideas.  The  crowds  flock  to  the  opera-house, 
but  only  the  student  and  the  lover  of  high  art  gather 
in  the  orchestral  temple  where  the  master  speaks  a 


language  not  born  of  earth.  Now,  do  not  for  a  mo- 
ment imagine,  that  the  simple  and  mechanically-exact 
music  is  poor,  or  to  be  despised.  Precision  and  clear- 
ness of  outline  are  two  of  the  great  canons  of  all  art. 
Beethoven  is  as  exact  as  Flotow,  but  in  a  higher  way. 
If  his  music  cannot  always  be  ground,  it  is  the  fault 
of  the  hand-organ  and  not  of  the  music, — Barnard. 

None.' — A  recent  traveler  says :  "  What  has  always 
impressed  me  more  than  anything  else  in  Egypt  and 
Palestine,  was  the  entire  absence  of  cheerful  and  in- 
vigorating music,  especially  from  the  children.  You 
never  hear  them  singing  in  the  huts.  I  never  heard  a 
song  that  deserves  the  name  in  the  streets  or  houses  of 
the  city  of  Jerusalem.  One  heavy  burden  of  voice- 
less sadness  seemed  to  rest  upon  this  forsaken  land." 
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THE  BOAT 


M.  Von  Wbbbk. 


1.  On       we  are 

2.  Light  -  ly  our 

3.  Com-rades,  sing 

4.  Soon    will  the 


float 
boat 
on, 
man 


-  ing  in 

on  the 
while  the 

-  de  of 


^    1/  ^ 

sun  -  shine  and 
wa  -  ter  is 
ech  -  oes,  a 
ev'  .  ning  fall 


shad  -  ow. 


swing  . 
wak  - 


ing, 
ing, 
us. 


Soft  are  the 

On  -  ward  she 

Join  in  your 

Soon  will  the 


pies  that 
while  the 
mu  -  sic  with 
day  -  light  fade 


floats 


smg 
swift 
hap 
out 


as  we 
oars  we 

py  re  . 
from  the 


ply, 

frain, 
sky. 


Soft 
Gay 
Sing 
Then 


ly  they  break 
are  our  hearts 
while  the  waves 
with  the  thought 


on  the 

as  the 

on  the 

of  a 


edge 
songs 
sun 
wel  • 


of  the   mea  -  dow.  Woo  -  ing  the    grass  -  es  with  mel 
we  are    sing  -   ing.  Bright    are  our  hopes     as  the  ra 
ny  banks  break  •  ing.  An    -  swer  your  ca  -  dence  with  mu  - 
come  be  -  fore      us.  Back   thro'  the   twi  -  light  we'll  cheer 


o-dies  low. 
di-ant  sky. 
sic  a  -  gain, 
ful-ly     ■  ' 

5.  > 


hie. 


1^ 


SOFT  MUSIC  IS  STEALING, 

Andante, 


Grrman  Air. 
Mary  S.  B.  Dana. 


1.  Soft,    soft    mu-sic  is    steal  -  ing.  Sweet,  sweet  lingers  the  strain :  Loud,  loud  now  it     is  • 

2.  Join,   join,  children  of   sad  -  ness.  Send,  send  sor-row   a  -  way ;  Now,  now  changing  to 

3.  Sweet,  sweet  mel  -o-  dy's  num-bers,  Harkl  hark!  gently  they  swell,  Deep,  deep,  wak-ing  from 

^.    j^-  jm-  ^ 


peal  -  ing.  Waking  the  ech  -  oes  a-  gain, 
glad-ness,  War-ble  a  beau-  ti  -  ful  lay 
slumbers  Thoughts  in  the  bosom  that  dwell 


{1  Waking  the  echoes  a  -  gam. 
Yes,  yes,  yes,  yes,  \  Warble  a  beau-ti  -  ful  lay. 


J  Thoughts  in  the  bosom  that  dwell. 
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Musical  Heredity. — Heredity  shows  itself  more 
markedly,  it  would  seem,  in  the  arts  than  in  the 
sciences.  Taking  music  we  find  some  remarkable 
instances.  The  Bach  family,  which  took  its  rise  about 
1550  and  became  extinct  in  1800,  presents  an  un- 
broken series  of  musicians  for  nearly  two  centuries. 
The  head  of  the  family  was  a  baker  of  Presburg,  his 
two  sons  were  the  first  who  were  musicians  by  profes- 
sion. Their  descendants  "  overran  Thuringia,  Sax- 
ony, and  Franconia,"  says  Papillon.  "They  were 
all  organists,  church  singers,  or  what  is  called  in 


Germany,  'city  musicians.'  When  they  became  too 
numerous  to  live  all  together,  and  the  members  of 
this  family  were  scattered  abroad,  they  resolved  to 
meet  once  a  year,  on  a  stated  day,  with  a  view  to 
maintaining  a  sort  of  patriarchal  bond  of  union.  This 
custom  was  kept  up  until  nearly  the  middle  of  the 
eighteenth  century,  and  oftentimes  more  than  a  1 00 
persons  bearing  the  name  of  Bach — men,  women, 
and  children — were  to  be  seen  assembled.  In  the 
family  are  reckoned  twenty-nine  eminent  musicians, 
and  twenty-eight  of  a  lower  grade."  Rossini's  family 


SPEAK  GENTLY. 


Wallace.  Bates. 


EE 


1.  Speak  gen  -  tly — it    is    bet-ter  far 

2.  Speak  gen  -  tly     to  the  young — for  they 

3.  Speak  gen  -  tly    to  the    err-ing,  know 


To  rule  by  love  than  fear; 
Will  have  e  -  nough  to  bear; 
They  must  have  toiled  in  vain; 


Speak 
Pass 
Per  - 


gen  -  tly — let  no  harsh  word  mar 
through  this  life  as  best  they  may, 
chance  unkindness  made  them  so 


The  good  we  may  do  here. 
'Tis  full  of  anx  -  ious  care. 
Oh,   win  them  back     a  -  gain. 


Speak  gen -tly  to  the 
Speak  gen  -  tly  to  the 
Speak  gen -tly, 'tis  a 


ag 
lit 


tie  child !  Its  love  be  sure  to  gain ;  Teach  it  in  ac-cents  soft  and  mild,  It 
ed  one.  Grieve  not  the  care  -  worn  heart.  Whose  sands  of  life  are  near-  ly  run ;  Let 
tie  thing  Dropped  in  the  heart's  deep  well;   The  good,  the  joy,  that  it  may  bring,  E- 


^^^^ 


may  not  long  re- main.  Teach  it  in  accents  soft  anxl  mild,  It 
such  in  peace  de-part.  Whose  sands  of  life  are  nearly  run,  Let 
ter  -  ni-  ty    shall  tell,      The   good,  the  joy,  that  it  may  bring,  E 


may  not  long  re-main, 
such  in  peace  de-part, 
ter  -  ni  -  ty  shall  tell. 


often  played  music  at  fairs;  Beethoven's  father  and 
grandfather  were  musicians;  Mozart's  father  was 
Capellmeister  to  the  Bishop  of  Saltzburg. — Cornhill. 

It  is  night  now,  and  here  is  home.  Gathered 
under  the  quiet  roof,  elders  and  children  lie,  alike 
at  rest.  In  the  midst  of  a  great  calm  the  stars  look 
out  from  the  heavens.  The  silence  is  peopled  with 
the  past — sorrowful  remorse  for  sins  and  short-com- 
ings, memories  of  passionate  joys  and  griefs  rise 
out  of  their  graves,  both  now  alike  calm  and  sad. 


Eyes,  as  I  shut  mine,  look  at  me  that  have  long  since 
ceased  to  shine.  The  town  and  the  fair  landscape 
sleep  under  the  starlight,  wreathed  under  the  Autumn 
mist.  Twinkling  among  the  houses,  a  light  keeps 
watch  here  and  there,  in  what  may  be  a  sick  cham- 
ber or  two.  The  clock  tolls  sweetly  in  the  silent  air. 
Here  is  night  and  rest.  An  awful  sense  of  thanks 
makes  the  heart  swell  and  the  head  bow,  as  I  pass 
to  my  room  through  the  sleeping  house,  and  feel  as 
though  a  hushed  blessing  were  upon  it. —  Thackeray. 
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COLUMBIA,  GOD  PRESERVE  THEE  FREE ! 


Joseph  Haydn. 


1 — , — 1 

1 — ^ 

1     1  ^1 

■  \ 

4 

=^ 

— 1 

3^ 

- 

-m 

1.  Ark     of  Free-dom!  Glo-ry's    dwelling !  Columbia, God  pre-serve  thee    free!  When  the 

2.  Land   of  high,  he  -  ro  -  ic      glo  -  ry :  Land  whose  touch  bids  slav'ry      flee :    Land  whose 

3.  Vain  -  ly  'gainst  thine  arm  con  -  tend-  ing,  Ty  -  rants  know  thy  might,  and     flee.    Free  -  dom's 


r  -r  ♦  T 

^^^^ 


storms  are  round  thee  swelling,  Let  thy  heart  be  strong  in     thee,      God  is     with  thee,  wrong  re- 
name is  writ  in     sto  -  ry,  Rock  and  ref -  uge  of   the     free :     Ours  thy  greatness — ours  thy 
cause  on  earth  de  -  fend-ing,  Man  has  set  his  hope  on      thee;     Widening  glo  -  ry — peace  un- 


1 

i^- — ' 

f-+-  — 

U-Bp  

0 
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1 — ^ — 

be.  ) 

glo -ry;  We  will  e'er    be  true  to    thee.   >  Ark  of  Free-dom !  Glo-ry's  dwelling !  Columbia, 

be.  ) 


pell-ing :  He  a  -  lone  thy  champion  be 
glo  -  ry;  We  will  e'er    be  true  to 
end-ing — Thy  re-ward  and  por-tion 


^^^^^^^ 

thee  free !  Ark  of  Fre 


m 


God  preserve 


Freedom !  Glory's  dwelling !  Columbia,  God  preserve  thee  free ! 


AMERICA. 


T.  DWIGHT. 


1.  God  bless  our  na  -  tive  land !  Firm  may  she  ever  stand,  Through  storm  and  night;  When  the  wild 

2.  For   her  our  pray'rs  shall  rise  To   God  a  -  bove  the  skies,    On  him  we  wait ;   Thou  who  art 

,  .  -P-I*: 


s 


A  1- 


■m—m—m- 


II  I. 
tempests  rave,  Rul  -  er  of  wind  and  wave.  Do  Thou  our    coun  -  try  save   By  Thy  great  might  I 
ev  -  er  nigh,  Guarding  with  watchful  eye,    To  Thee    a  -  loud  we  cry,  God  save  the  State  I 


:^_!#~ig~ 


s 
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A  curious  account  of  the  effect  of  various  kinds  of  i 
music  on  different  animals  is  given  by  a  writer  in  The  \ 
Spectator.  The  general  order  of  the  experiments,  based 
upon  the  supposition  that  animal  nerves  are  not  un- 
like our  own,  was  so  arranged  that  the  attention  of 
the  animals  should  be  first  arrested  by  a  low  and  grad- 
ually increasing  volume  of  sound,  in  those  melodious 
minor  keys  which  experience  showed  them  to  prefer. 
The  piccolo  was  then  to  follow  in  shrill  and  high- 
pitched  contrast ;  after  which  the  flute  was  to  be  played 
to  soothe  the  feelings  ruffled  by  that  instrument. 
Pleasure  and  dislike  were  often  most  strongly  shown 
where  least  expected ;  and  the  last  experiment  indica- 
ted stronger  dislikes,  if  not  stronger  preferences,  in 
the  musical  scale,  in  the  tiger  than  in  the  most  intelli- 
gent anthropoid  apes.  With  "Jack,"  a  six-months-old 
red  orang-outang,  "  as  the  sounds  of  the  violin  began, 
he  suspended  himself  agamst  the  bars,  and  then,  with 


I  one  hand  above  his  head  dropped  the  other  to  his 
I  side  and  listened  with  grave  attention.  He  then  crept 
away  on  all  fours,  looking  back  over  his  shoulder, 
like  a  frightened  baby,"  and  covered  himself  with  his 
piece  of  carpet.  Then  his  fear  gave  place  to  pleasure, 
and  he  sat  down,  with  smoothed  hair  and  listened  to 
the  music.  The  piccolo  at  first  frightened  him,  but 
he  soon  held  out  his  hand  for  the  instrument  and  was 
allowed  to  examine  it.  "  The  flute  did  not  interest  him, 
but  the  bagpipe,  reproduced  on  the  violin,  achieved  a 
triumph."  The  capuchins  were  busy  eating  their  break- 
fast ;  "  but  the  violin  soon  attracted  an  audience.  They 
dropped  their  food  and  clung  to  the  bars,  listening, 
with  their  heads  on  one  side,  with  great  attention. 
At  the  first  sounds  of  the  flute  the  macaques  ran  away ; 
and  the  piccolo  excited  loud  and  angry  screams  from 
all  sides."  When  the  flute  was  played  to  the  elephant, 
he  stood  listening  with  deep  attention,  one  foot  raised 


LITTLE  GIRL,  DON'T  YOU  CRY. 


Andante  con  espress. 


s  I  ^ 


German." 


Tenderly. 

1.  Ah, 

2.  Ah, 
3-  Ah, 


lit  -  tie  girl,  don't  you  cry,  don't  you  cry ! 
lit  -  tie  girl,  don't  you  cry,  don't  you  cry ! 
lit  -  tie  girl,  don't  you  cry,  don't  you  cry ! 


Bro  -  ken  your  doll  is  I 
Bro  -  ken  your  slate  is  I 
Bro  -  ken  your  heart  is  I 


know,  yes,  I  know, 
know,  yes,  I  know, 
know,  yes,  I  know. 


Gone  is  your  playhouse,  your  playmates  gone  too,  None  left  to  play  now  but  me,  dear,  and  you. 
Gone  your  old  schoolmates,  your  school  days  all  o'er,  Glad,  wild  or  sad,  they  will  come  back  no  more. 
Gone    the  bright  vision  of  girlhood's  sweet  dreams,   Fad  -  ed  ere  nightfall  your  sun's  golden  beams. 


Ba  -  by -hood's  sorrows  will  soon  pass  you  by, 
Youth,  life  and  love,  dear,  full  soon  you  will  try, 
Heav'n  holdeth  all  for  which  now,  dear,  you  sigh. 


Ah,  lit  -  tie  girl,  don't  you  cry,  don't  you  cry' 
Ah,  lit  -  tie  girl,  don't  you  cry,  don't  you  cry! 
Ah,   lit  -  tie  girl,  don't  you  cry,  don't  you  cry! 


from  the  ground  and  the  whole  body  still.  ''But  the 
change  to  the  piccolo  was  resented.  After  the  first 
bar  the  elephant  twisted  round  and  stood  with  its 
back  to  the  performers,  whistling  and  snorting  and 
stamping  its  feet.  The  violin  was  disliked,  and  the 
signs  of  disapproval  were  unmistakable."  The  deer 
were  strongly  attracted  by  the  violin,  and  showed 
equal  pleasure  at  the  tones  of  the  flute.  The  ostrich 
seemed  to  enjoy  the  violin  and  the  flute,  though  it 
showed  marked  dislike  for  the  piccolo.  "  The  ibexes 
were  startled  at  the  piccolo,  first  rushing  forward  to 
listen,  and  then  taking  refuge  on  a  pile  of  rock,  from 
which,  however,  the  softer  music  of  the  flute  brought 
them  down  to  listen  at  the  railing.  The  wild  asses 
and  zebras  left  the  hay  with  which  their  racks  had  just 
been  filled ;  and  even  the  tapir  which  lives  next  door, 
got  up  to  listen  to  the  violin ;  while  the  flute  set  the 


Indian  wild  ass  kicking  with  excitement.  But  the 
piccolo  had  no  charms  for  any  of  them  and  they  all 
returned  to  their  interrupted  breakfasts,"  A  sleeping 
tiger  was  awakened  by  the  soft  playing  of  the  violin 
near  its  cage,  listened  to  the  music  for  a  time  in  a  very 
fine  attitude,  then  purred,  lay  down  again  and  dozed. 
At  the  first  notes  of  the  piccolo,  it  "  sprang  to  its  feet 
and  rushed  up  and  down  the  cage,  shaking  its  head 
and  ears,  and  lashing  its  tail  from  side  to  side.  As 
the  notes  became  still  louder  and  more  piercing,  the 
tiger  bounded  across  the  den,  reared  on  its  hind  feet, 
and  exhibited  the  most  ludicrous  contrast  to  the  calm 
dignity  and  repose  with  which  it  had  listened  to  the 
violin.  With  the  flute  which  followed,  the  tiger  be- 
came quiet,  the  leaps  subsided  to  a  gentle  walk,  and 
coming  to  the  bars  and  standing  still  and  quiet  once 
more,  the  animal  listened  with  pleasure  to  the  music." 
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AULD  LANG  SYNE. 

Slow.  ^ 


J: 


Robert  Burns. 


1.  Should  auld  acquaintance  be     for  -  got,  And  nev  -  er  brought  to  mind  ?  Should  auld  acquaintance 

2.  We      twa.ha'erun  a  -  boot  the  braes,  And  pu'd  the   gow-ans  fine;  But  we've  wander'dmony  a 

3.  We  twa  ha'e  sported  i'  the  burn  Frae  mornin'  sun  till  dine,  But  seas  between  us 
4..  And   here's  ahand, mytrus  -  ty  frien', And  gie's  a    hand  o' thine;    We'll  tak'    a    cup  o' 

P ^        ^  ^  ^      ^  ^  -m- 


P  Chorus. 


be     for -got.  And  days  of  auld  lang  syne? 

bTatihiJ^ifsi'n-  :uld  ir^  sV^n"::  [       '-g  -y^-. 

kindness  yet,  For      auld       lang     syne.  J 

I 


^ — ' 

?5=^ 

^epeat  Chorus  ff 

auld     lang      syne ;  We'll  tak*    a  cijp  -0'      kind  -  ness  yet  For     auld  lang  syne. 


1=^ 


NATIONAL  HYMN. 
Si— ■  — 


Rev.  S.  F  Smith. 
America." — "  God  Save  the  King." 


Of  thee  I 


1.  My  country,   'tis     of  thee,  Sweet  land  of  lib  -  er  -  ty,    Of  thee  I     sing;    Land  where  my 

2.  My  na  -  tive  coun  -  try  thee,  Land  of  the     no  •  ble  free.  Thy  name  I  love ;      I     love  thy 

3.  Let  mu-sic  swell  the  breeze,  And  ring  from  all  the  trees,  Sweet  freedom's  song ;  Let  mor  -  tal 

4.  Our  fa  -  thers'  God,  to  thee,  Au  -  thor  of     lib  -  er  -  ty.    To  thee  we  sing :    Long  may  our 


mm 


1— 


1 — 


t — ^ — •=  ^  ^ — 


fath  -  ers  died,  Land  of  the  pil-grims'  pride,  From  ev'ry  mountain  side  Let  free  -  dom  ring ! 
rocks  and  rills,  Thy  woods  and  templed  hills;  My  heart  with  rapture  thrills  Like  that  a  -  bove. 
tongues  awake ;  Let  all  that  breathe  partake ;  Let  rocks  their  silence  break,  The  sound  pro  -  long, 
land     be  bright  With  freedom's  ho- ly  light;  Protect  us    by   thy  might.  Great  God,  our  King! 


U  1 
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The  Alpine  horn  is  an  instrument  made  from  the 
bark  of  a  cherry  tree,  and  like  a  speaking  trumpet,  is 
used  to  convey  sound  to  a  great  distance.  When  the 
last  rays  of  the  sun  gild  the  summits  of  the  Alps,  the 
shepherd  who  inhabits  the  highest  peak  of  these 
mountains  takes  his  horn  and  cries  in  a  loud  voice, 
"Praised  be  the  Lord."  As  soon  as  the  neighboring 
shepherds  hear  him  they  leave  their  huts  and  repeat 
the  words.  The  sounds  are  prolonged  many  minutes 
while  the  echoes  of  the  rocks  repeat  the  name  of  God. 


Imagination  cannot  picture  anything  more  solemn  and 
sublime  than  such  a  scene.  During  the  silence  that 
succeeds,  the  shepherds  bend  their  knees  and  pray  in 
the  open  air,  then  repair  to  their  huts  to  rest.  The 
sunlight  gilding  the  tops  of  these  stupendous  mount- 
ains, upon  which  the  vaults  of  heaven  seem  to  rest,  the 
magnificent  scenery  around,  and  the  voices  of  the  shep- 
herds sounding  from  rock  to  rock  the  praise  of  the 
Almighty,  whose  power  is  there  felt  in  silent  majesty, 
fill  the  mind  of  every  traveler  with  enthusiasm  and  awe^ 


THE  BIRDS'  PICNIC. 


C.  E.  Phillips. 


«v   Vivace.                  ^^^^^               "^              ^  ^  ^ 

1.  The  birds  gave  a     pic  -  nic,    the    morning  was  fine,  They  all  came  in   cou-ples  to 

2.  The  grass  -  hoppers  came,  some  in  gray,  some  in  green.  And  covered  with  dust  hard  -  ly 

3.  Came  big -bugs  in    plen-ty,    and  gnats  great  and  small,  A  ver  -  y  hard  mat  -  ter  to 


^  ^      \^  ^ 

chat    and    to    dine;     Miss    Rob  -  in,  Miss  Wren,  and  the  two  Miss  -  es  Jay,  Were 

fit        to     be    seen.     Miss     Mil  -  ler  flew     in,    with  her  gown  white  as  milk,  And 

men  -  tion  them    all,     And    what  did  they   do?  Why,  they  sport  -  ed   and  sang,  Till 


1^ 


^  >  ^ 


i 


 S- 


^  ^    w    -       '      ^    \^  \ 

dressed  in  a     man  -  ner    de  -  cid  -  ed  -  ly  gay.  And   Blue  -  bird  who  looks  like  a 

La  -   dy  Bug  flourished     a     new  crim  -  son  silk.  The    bees  turned  out   live  -  ly,  the 

all      the  greenwood  with  their  mel  -  o  -   dy  rang.  Who  -  e'er  gave     a     pic  -  nic  so 


— m — ^ — 1- 

— la — ib  ^- 


^ — 0- 


:3l 


hand  -  ful 
young  and 
grand  and 


of  sky,  Dropped  in  with  her  spouse  as  the  morn  -  ing  wore  by;  Miss 
the     old,    As  proud  as   could   be     in    their    spen  -  cers  of    gold;  But 

so     gay  ?    They        hadn't        a    show  -  er,   I'm     hap  -  py    to     say,  And 


-N— V-V 


qi^pi— p— p= 


]^  \^  ^  \^  \y 

Phoebe  was  there  in  her  prim  suit  of  brown ; 
Miss  Cater  -  pillar,  how  fun  -  ny  of  her, 
when  the  sun  fell  like  a     cherry  ripe  red, 


^  1^    1/  ^ 

In  fact,  all  the  birds  in    the  fair  leaf  - 
She  hurried   a  -  long  in  her  man  -  tie 
The  fire-flies  they  lighted  them  all  home 


town, 
fur! 
bed. 


P — P — P- 
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DON'T  KILL  THE  BIRDS 


E.  L.  Whith. 


Don't  kill   the  birds,  the    lit  -  tie  birds   That  sing   about  your  door    Soon    as     the  joy  -  ous 

2.  Don't  kill   the  birds,  the    lit -tie  birds   That  play  among  the  trees;   'T  would  make  the  earth  a 

3.  Don't  kill  the  birds,  the    happy  birds   That  bless  the  field  and  grove ;     So      in  -  no -cent  to 


I  — —X — —  & —  — LS" 


 — 1^ 


spring  has  come,  And  chill  -  ing  storms  are  o'er.  The  lit  -  tie  birds,  how 
cheerless  place,  Be  -  reft  of  songs  like  these.  The  lit  -  tie  birds,  how 
look     up  -  on,   They  claim  our  warmest    love.    The  hap  -  py  birds,  the 


sweet  they  sing !  Oh  1 
fond  they  play!  Do 
tune  -  ful  birds.  How 


:f==p: 


■\r- 


i 


let  them  joyous  live;  And  nev  -  er  seek  to  take  the  life  Which  you 
not  disturb  their  sport;  But  let  them  warble  forth  their  songs  Till  win 
pleasant  'tis    to    see!     No   spot    can  be   a  cheerless  place  Where'er 


can  nev  -  er  give, 
ter  cuts  them  short, 
their  presence  be. 


GENTLE  BREEZES  SIGHING. 

Allegretto. 


G.  DONIZKTTI. 


— ^  "^^^^ — i^Ji^— J— 


1.  Gen  -  tie  breezes  now  are  sigh -ing  O'er  the  meadow  and  the   lea;   While  the  sparkling  mountain 

2.  Flowers  are  springing  in  the  wildwood.  And  within   the   si  -  lent  glen;       Far  away  from  strife  and 


streamlet  Swiftly  glides  toward  the  sea ;  Birds  are  singing  in  the  for  -  est,  Song?  of 
tu  -  mult,  Far  from  all  the  haunts  of    men.    Earth  is  filled  with  wondrous  beau  -  ty,   Day  by 


freedom  and  of  cheer,  Tell  -  ing  us  that  winter's  end  -  ed.  And  that  gentle  spring  is  here, 
day  it  grows  more  dear,  Welcome,  leaf  and  bud  and  blossom!    Lo!  the  gentle  spring  is  here. 


^^^^^ 
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SOLDIER'S  FAREWELL. 


Andante. 


^Pocc 


J.  KiNKEL. 


mf 

Ah,     love,  how  can 
No     more  shaM  I 
I'll    think   of  thee 
Weh'  dasz  wir  schei 


t—r 


I    leave  thee? 
be  -  hold  thee, 
with  long  -  ing, 
den  miis  -  sen ! 


The   sad    thought  deep  doth  grieve  me. 
Or      to         my  heart    en  -  fold  thee; 
When  thoughts  with  tears  come  thronging; 
Lasz  dich     noch  ein  -  mal   kiis  -  sen! 


mf 

But 
In 
And 

Ich 


--^-^ — r 


tiz=± 


\ — 1- 


know  what  -  e'er      be  -  falls  me 

war's  ar  -  ray      ap  -  pear  -  ing, 

on  the    field,     if       ly  -  ing, 

musz  an     Kai  -  ser's    Sei  -  ten 


calls 


I         go  where  hon  -  or 

The    foe's  stern  hosts    are  near -ing, 

I'll  breathe     thy   dear  name,  dy  -  ing. 

in's     fal  -  sche  Welsch-land  rei  -  ten. 

^        -          :^    Iff:  Iff: 


Fare  - 
Fare  - 
Fare  - 
Fahr' 


i  !  ^ 


It: 


i 


tranquillo  a  molto  espress. 


f 


rit. 


VP 


well,  fare  -  well !  My  own  true 
wohl,  Fahr'  wohl,  mein    ar  -  mes 


r— r 


love !  Farewell,  fare  -  well.  My  own  true  love ! 
Lieb,     fahr'  wohl,   fahr'  wohl,     mein    ar  -  mes  Lieb! 


 h 

Ich  werd'  auf  Maienauen 
Dich  niemals  wiederschauen, 
Der  Feinde  grimme  Schaaren 
Sie  kommen  angefahren. 


— r 

Ich  denk'  an  dich  mit  Sehnen, 
Gedenk'  auch  mein  mit  Thranen  1 
Wenn  meine  Augen  brechen, 
Will  ich  zuletzt  noch  fprechen: 


THE  HAIL  FELL  CHILL. 


Andante.-^  1^ 

1,  The    hail     fell     chill     on      a     cold     spring  night.  Fell     on        a  snow  -  drop 

2,  A      maid  -  en      trust  -  ed      a      lov    -    er     bright.  She  left  with  him  her 

3,  With   him      she     went    thro'  the    frost       and    snow.  But  soon  was  left  to 

4,  The    hail     fell     chill     on      a     cold     spring  night.  Fell     on        a  snow  -  drop 

._i — 


pure  ana  white;  The   sweet  flower  per-ished 

home  in  flight.  For  -  sak  -  ing  par  -  ents, 

want  and  woe :  The   sweet  flower  per  -  ished 

pure  and  white;  The   sweet  flower  per-ished 


ere  mom  -  ing's  ear  -  ly 

and  friends  long  tried  and 

in    life's   fair    ear  -  ly 

ere  morn  -  ing's  ear  -  ly 


dawn. 

true, 
morn, 
dawn. 


:^: 


I  I 


I  I 


FA  VORITE  SONGS  AND  HYMNS. 


9^ 


THOUGHTS  OF  WONDER.  ^  ^„ 

With  spirit.  I 

1.  Thoughts    of    won-der!    O    how     migh-ty!  How  stu  -pen-dous!    how    pro  -  found! 

2.  Thous  -  ands  thro'  the  hours  of      darkness,  Stud  the    con  -  cave       of      the       sky : 

3.  Pause,       my  thoughts,  lo!  numerous      be-mgs   Move  on     ev'  -  ry       plan  -  et  there; 


^^-r  f= 


1 — r 


tt: 


All       the     stars  that   spar  -  kle 
Thousands,    thousands    hid  from 
All       for    breath,  and    life,  and 


yon-der,    Roll       in      orbs    of     vast  -  ness  round, 
science,    Shine     un  -  seen    by     mor  -  tal  eye. 
guidance,  Sub   -  ject      to    their  Mak-er's  care. 


r—r 


=1=1 

i  ' 

— 1 — 1- 

1 

1 

tr-   »  ^ 

=^ 

1 

Thoughts  of  won  -  der !  O  how  might  -  y  !  How  stu  -  pen  -  dous !  how  pro  -  found ! 
Thoughts  of  won-der!     O    how    might- y!    How     stu  -  pen-dous!    how    pro -found! 


J3. 


Every  world  has  hills  and  valleys, 
And  His  hand  formed  every  flower, 

Every  golden-winged  insect. 

Sporting  in  the  fragrant  bower. — Cho. 


Every  little  joy  and  sorrow, 

Every  hope  and  every  fear, 
Follow  His  supreme  direction, 

Fully  as  some  mighty  sphere. — Cho. 


HEAVEN  IS  MY  HOME. 


T.  B.  Taylor. 

jArTHUR  S.  Sl/LILIVAK. 


I  I 

1.  I'm  but  a  stranger  here,  Heaven  is  my  home ;  Earth  is     a   desert  drear.  Heaven  is  my  home. 

2.  What  tho' the  tempest  rage,  Heaven  is  my  home ;  Short  is    my  pilgrimage.  Heaven  is  my  home. 

3.  Thereat  my  Saviour's  side,  Heaven  is  my  home;  I     shall  be  glor- i  -  fied.  Heaven  ismy  home. 


T 


•IS' — m—w- 


I     I     I  I 


I      I  I 


Danger  and  sorrow  Stand  Round  me  on  every  hand,  Heav'n  is  my  father -land,  Heav'nismy  home. 
Time'scoldand  wintry  blast,  Soon  will  be  overpast  I  shall  reach  home  at  last,   Heav'nis  myhome. 
There  are  the  good  and  blest,  Those  I  loved  most  and  best,There,  too,  I  soon  shall  rest,  Heav'n  is  my  home. 
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It  was  the  great  organ  uttering  the  low  first  notes 
of  the  closing  hymn.  The  music  began  soft  and  faint. 
It  rose  and  swelled  into  a  wave  of  tender  melody. 
Then  it  died  away,  soon  the  sound  poured  from  the 
church  again,  swelling,  rolling,  then  sinking  to  a  sigh. 
"When  it  came  again  voices  were  mingled  with  it, 
chanting  a  hymn.  At  its  fullness  the  blended  harmony 
seemed  to  fill  the  whole  air — to  drop  from  the  leaves, 
from  the  mysterious  stars.  The  solemn  roll  of  the 
organ,  the  clear,  tender  chanting  of  the  voices,  swelled 
into  a  billow  of  peace  and  resignation.  There  was 
grief  in  it — ^the  chastened  grief  of  perfect  faith.  There 
was  joy  in  it  also— the  exalted  joy  of  adoration.  It 


touched  the  girl  like  a  hand  of  love ;  it  thrilled  her 
like  the  voice  of  hope.  As  she  listened  she  trembled, 
and  her  head  slowly  sank  until  her  hands  covered  her 
face,  she  sobbed  so  that  her  whole  frame  shook;  and 
the  music,  now  faint,  now  deep  and  strong,  poured  a 
balm  of  melody  upon  her  wounds.  And  as  it  soothed 
and  comforted  her,  she  lifted  her  face  to  the  stars 
whence  this  hymn  of  peace  seemed  to  come.  She 
made  the  sign  of  the  cross  upon  her  breast  and  her 
lips  moved.  Soon  she  was  crying  again,  but  softly. 
When  the  last  note  of  the  hymn  trembled  and  ceased, 
she  arose  and  went  slowly  away.  Her  head  was  bent, 
but  in  her  step  was  to  be  seen  the  firmness  of  hope. 


IN  HEAVENLY  LOVE  ABIDING. 

If)  ^  Andante  non  lento.  cres.  | 


Felix  Mendelssohn. 


4^ 


^  \  

ing.  No  change  my  heart  shall  fear, 
me.  No  want  shall  turn  me  back; 
me.   Which  yet   I  have  not  seen ; 


I  r 


1.  In    heavenly  love    a  -  bid  - 

2.  Wher  -  ever     He  may  guide 

3.  Green  pastures  are   be  -  fore 


:^zz 


And  safe  in  such  con- 
My  Shepherd  is  be- 
Bright  skies  will  soon  be 

-fit!:.  J..^ 


m — \m — L^- 


I  I 


4-^ 


The  storm  may  roar  with  -  out  me. 
His  wis  -  dom  ev  -  er  wak  -  eth. 
My     hope      I  can- 


meas     -  ure. 


i 


I  cres 


-jp- 

fid  -   ing,  For  noth  -  ing  changes  here.  The  storm  may  roar 

side     me.  And  noth  -  ing  can     I    lack.  His  wis  -  dom  ev 

o'er     me.  Where  darkest  clouds  have  been.  My  hope     I  can 


•I  I  ^ 

with  -  out 
er  wak 


i. 


me, 
eth, 

not     meas   -  ure. 


The  storm  may  roar  without  me, 
His  wis  -  dom  ev  -  er  wak -eth. 
My  hope    I        can  -  not  measure. 


My  heart  may  low  be  laid. 
His  sight  is  nev  -  er  dim; 
My   path  to  life    is  free, 


But  God  is  r 
He  knows  the 
My  Saviour 


ound  a  -  bout     me,  And  can       I    be  dis- 

way  He   tak  -  eth,  And  I     will  walk  with 

has  my  treas  -  ure,  And  He    will  walk  with 

J-  J-    I  J. 


1 


r- 

But 
He 
My 


I  I 


,  dim. 


bout 

tak 

treas 


me, 
eth, 
ure. 


P 


mayed?  But  God  is  round 
him;  He  knows  the  way 

me;  My   Saviour  has 


cres.  ^ 


a  -  bout  me, 
He  tak  -  eth, 
my     treas  -  ure, 


And 
And 
And 


can 
I 

He 


I  be  dismayed  ? 
will  walk  with  Him. 
will  walk  with  me. 


22: 


God  is  round  a  -  bout 
knows  the  way  He  tak 
Sav  -  iour  has    my  treas 


me, 
eth. 


And    can  I 
And     I  will 
And   He  wiU 


be 
walk 
walk 


dis  -  mayed  ? 
with  Him. 
with  me. 
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SING,  SMILE,  SLUMBER. 

[CANTI,  RIDI,  DORML] 


Victor  Hugo. 
Charles  Gounod. 

N 


1.  When  at  twi  -  light  so  softly  thy  voice  breaks  into  song,*^ 

2.  When  the  smile  on  thy  lip  chases  doubt  far  from  my  breast, 

3.  In  the  silence  of  night  when  mine  eye,  vigil  doth  keep, 
I.  Quandtu  chan-tesber-ce-e  Le  soir  entre  mes  bras. 


Can'st  thou  tell  the  sweet  mem'ries  of 
All  my  gloom  is  dispelled  and  for- 
And  thy  lips    murmur  softly  of 
Entends  tu      ma  pen-se-e  Qui 


old     that  round  me  throng, 
ev  -  er  in  light     I  rest, 
love,  e'en  in     thy  sleep, 
te      repond     tout  bas. 


All  the  dear  happy  days  then  return  to  me ,  hallowed  by  thee. 
In  thy  sweet  smile  confiding,  'tis  innocence  only  I  see. 
Ah !  the  sight  of  thy  beauty  my  soul  with  rapture  doth  fill. 
Ton  doux  chant  me  rappelle  les  plus  beaux  de  mes  jours ; 


Ah !  then  sing,  ah !  sing  for  -  ev 

Ah !  then  smile,  ah !  smile  forev 

Ah !  then  slumber  on   my  fair 

Ah!  Chantez, chantez,  ma  bel 


er,  then  sing,  ah !  sing  to  me,  Then  sing,  ah !  sing  for- 
er,  then  smile,  ah !  smile  on  me,  Then  smile,  ah !  smile  for- 
one,  ah !  slumber,  slumber  still,  Then  slum  -  ber  fair  one, 
le,  chantez,  chantez  tou  -  jours,  chantez,     chantez,  ma 


ever,  sing  still  to     me.    Ah ! 
ever,  smile  still  on    me.    Ah ! 
slum  -  ber,  slumber  still.  Then 
belle,  chantez  tou -jours,  chan  -  tez. 


belle,   chan  -  tez 
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The  very  worst  specimens  of  musical  incompetency 
which  may 1)6  heard  in  drawing-rooms  are  due  to  the 
want  of  perception  and  the  vanity  of  those  who  ex- 
hibit them.  /There  are  many  men  and  women  who 
might  sing  or  play  agreeably  if  they  would  confine 
themselves  to  things  within  their  powers ;  but  vault- 
ing ambition  carries  them  pell-mell  into  the  dangers  of 
difficult  music  which  can  only  be  encountered  success- 
fully after  years  of  study  and  practice,  and  makes  of 
the  struggles,  which,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  are  more  pain- 
ful to  their  hearers  than  themselves,  a  terrible  warning. 
"When  one  has  been  present  at  one  or  two  performaiices 


of  this  kind,  he  can  understand  the  feelings  of  a  prO' 
fessor  of  music  who  was  gifted  with  a  very  lender  con- 
science besides  a  great  talent,  and,  being  asked  the 
reason  of  an  unusual  fit  of  gloom,  replied :  «<  Well  I  am 
just  thinking  whether  I  ought  to  go  on  teaching  these 
amateurs.  They  come  and  learn,  but  they  understand 
nothing ;  and  they  mostly  have  voices  not  unlike  little 
cats."  No  less  dreadful  than  the  amateur  who  has  no 
talent  for  music  is  he  who  has  a  good  deal  of  talent  and 
so  much  enthusiasm  that  his  mind  is  incapable  of  tak- 
ing thought  for  anything  else  that  is  excellent.  For 
him  the  big  world  has  nothing  at  all  outside  of  music. 


MILL  MAY. 

Rapidly. 


'  First  Steps  in  Music' 
Per.  Iviscn,  Blakeman,  Taylor  Co. 


1 .  The  straw-  ber  -  ries  grow   in     the  mowing,  Mill  May,  And  the  bob  -  o  -  link  sings  on  the 

2.  Come,  come  ere   the    sea  -  son    is     o  -  ver.  Mill  May,  To  the  fields  where  the  strawberries 

3.  The  sun  slant  -  ing    un  -  der  your  bon-net.  Mill  May,  Will  soon  bring  a  soft  glow  to  your 


tree ;  On  the  knolls  the  red  clo  -  ver  is  grow  -  ing.  Mill  May ;  Then 
grow ;  "While  the  thick  -  grow  -  ing  stems  and  the  clo  -  ver,  Mill  May,  Shall 
face ;        And  your  lip —  the     straw  -  ber  -  ries    leave    on      it,     Mill  May,  A 


Chorus. 


come  to  the  meadow  with  me.  Yes,  come,  the  ripe  clusters  a-mong  the  thick  grass.  We'll 
meet  us  wher-ev  -  er  we  go.  Yes,  come,  the  ripe  clusters  a-mong  the  thick  grass.  We'll 
tint  that  the  sea-shell  would  grace.     Yes,  come,  the  ripe  clusters  a-mong  the  thick  grass.  We'll 


pick  in  the  mowing.  Mill  May,  Mill  May ;  And  the  long  afternoon  to-gether  we'll  pass,"Where  the 

j^.  .m.      .0L  .m.  jm-^  -m-     M-     -m-  -m-     ^-  -^--P- 


m 


clo  -ver    is  growing,  Mill  May,  Mill  May ;  Where  the  clover  is  growing,  Mill  May, 

^  ^    >  >  ^      ^  -m.  -m-  ^  ^    >  >  - 
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SPRING,  GENTLE  SPRING 


J.  RrVIERH. 

J.  R.  Planchb. 


^^^^ 

ir 

5 

1.  Spring!  Spring!  gen    -    tie  Spring  I  Young  -  est  sea 

2.  Spring!  Spring!  gen    -    tie  Spring f   Gust  -  y    March    be -fore   thee  flies,    Gloom  -  y 


i 


i 


1  1 

1  

haste,  and  with  thee  bring  A  -  pril  with  her  smile  and  tear;  Hand  in  hand  with 
Win  -  ter    ban   -   ish-ing;     Clear  -  ing  for        thy  path  the  skies.  Flocks  and  herds,  and 


r 


joc  -  und  May,  Bent  on  keep  -  ing  ho  -  li  -  day.  With  thy  dai  -  sy  di  -  a  - 
meads  and  bow'rs,  For    thy     gra  -   cious  pres-ence  long !  Come  and  fill     the   fields  with 


3 


p=5 


dem.  And  thy  robe  of  bright  -  est  green, —  We  will  wel  -  come  thee  and  them, 
flow'rs,  Come  and     fill        the  woods  with  song. —    We    will  wel  -  come  thee  and  them, 


p  r 

^   ^  j<> 

T  1  1 

"i:-*-9--p 


As  ye' ve  ev  -  er  welcomed  been.  Spring !  Spring !  gen  -  tie  Spring !  Young-  est  sea  -  soti 


^-  •  - 

^: 

^1  J  J- 

— 1 

1  1  L 

:-=t= 

1=t=: 

1— 

1  1 — 

9 

^ — f 


4-4 


3 


of   the  year,  ■  Life  and  joy    to  na  -  ture  brmg :  Na  -  tare's  dar  -  ling,  haste  thee  here. 

•^g:      -.g:  ^  ^    III  j  I 

gift.  I P^=p~ip  ^  I |^~.nr ""tP   r  I r  "n^^g^E^ 


±111 


1  h 
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CHRISTMASSE  OF  OLDE. 


Swiss  Air. 
Eugene  Field. 


God  rest  you,  Chrysten  gen  -  til 

Last  night  ye  shepherds  in  ye 

God  rest  you,  Chrysten  gen  -  til 

But  thinking  on     ye  gen  -  til 

zr-r  r  I  i  — I  I  r: 


men,  Wher-  ev  -  er     you  may   be,  wher  -  ev  -  er 

east  Saw  many  a     wondrous  thing,  saw  many  a 

men.  Far  -  ing  where'er   you    may,  far  -  ing  wher- 

Lord  That  died  up  -  on     ye    tree,   that  died  up- 


^    ^  ^ 


mm 

■  -H— 

• — w  bI 

wondrous  thing ;  Ye  sky  last  night  flamed  passing  bright 
e'er  you  may;  In     noblesse    court     do  thou  no  sport, 


Ur  on 
Whiles  that 


In 


tour 


on     ye   tree.  Let  troublings  cease    and  deeds  of     peace       A    -  bound 


r—r—r 


ye  stormy 
ye  stars  did 
nament  no 
in  Chrystan- 


^  ^  ^  -   -   ^  P  P  -  :St*- 

sea ;      For  on  this  morn,  this  morn ,  our  Chryst  is  born.  That  saveth  you  and  me,  that  saveth,   saveth , 
sing.      And  angels  came  to  bless,  to  bless  ye  name  Of  Jesus  Chryst,  cur  Kyng,  our  Kyng,  Of  Jesus 
playe.  In  Paynim  land  hyld  thou  thy  hand,  thy  hand.  From  bloudy  works  this  daye,  this  daye.  From  bloudy 
tie —     For  on  this  mom,  this  mom,  ye  Chryst  is  born,  That  saveth  you  and  me,  that  saveth,  saveth, 

^  "   :£-1^f-i.-r  h 


you  and  me.  For  on  this  morn  our  Chryst  was  born, 

Chryst,  our  Kyng,  For  on  this  mom  our  Chryst  was  bom, 

works  this  daye.  For  on  this  mom  our  Chryst  was  bom, 

you  and  me,  For  on  this  morn  our  Chryst  was  born, 


That 
That 
That 
That 


sav 
sav 
sav 
sav 


eth 
eth 
eth 
eth 


you 
you 
you 
you 


and  me. 
and  me. 
and  me. 
and  me. 


'r-r-r 


^       ^  ^ 


>         >  > 


THE  STRANGER  STAR. 


C.  F.  Alexander. 


I 


1.  Saw  ye 

2.  Heard  ye 

3.  Know  ye 


nev  -  er 
nev  -  er 
not  that 


in 

of 
low 


the 
the 

ly 


twi  -  light.  When  the  sun  had  left  the  skies, 
sto  -  ry.  How  they  crossed  the  des  -  ert  wild, 
Ba  -  by    Was    the  bright    and  Mom  -  ing  Star, 
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1 


Up  in  heaven  the 
Journeyed  on  by 
He     who  came  to 


clear  stars 
plain  and 
light 


the 


shin  -  ing  Thro'  the  gloom  like 
mountain,  Till  they  found  the 
Gen  -  tiles.  And    the  darkened 


T 

lov  -  ing  eyes? 

Ho  .  ly  Child? 

isles    a  -  far? 


So  of  old  the  wise  men, 
How  they  o  -  pen'd  all  their 
And    we    too    may  seek  His 


watch  -  ing,  Saw  a  blaz  -  ing  stran  - 
treas  -  ure,  Kneel  -  ing  to  that  In  - 
era  -  die,  There  our  hearts'  best  treas 


m 


ger  star, 
fant  King, 
ures  bring, 


f 


I     >  I 


I 

And    they  knew  the   King  was 
Gave  the  gold  and  fra    -  grant 
Love  and_^faith  and  true       de  - 


giv  -  en.  And  they  fol  -  lowed 
in  -  cense.  Gave  the  myrrh  in 
vo  -  tion.  For     our    Sa  -  viour. 


It 

of 

God, 


I 

from  far. 
•  fer  -  ing? 
and  King. 


r  r  r 

r  r  t  ^ 

i  ( 

:  1  -1— t- 

1 

CRADLE  SONG  OF  VIRGIN. 

Allegretto  ncn  troppo.  , 


Joseph  Barnby. 
Words  from  Old  Latik. 


I.  The  Virgin  stills  the  crymg  Of  Jesus  sleepless  ly  -  ing;  And  singing  for  His  pleas  -  ure  Thus 
\  Uvrt^^T  T/"'/^';;"^'?.^^^''"^^'^^  delighting:  OFlowerofmineown^bear.  ing,  O 
\  W  .T?  My  Sweet,  all  sweets  excelling.  Of  Bliss  the  Fountain  flow  -  inl  The 

4.  Say,  would  stThouheavenly  sweetness,  Or  love  of  answering  meetness?  Or  is  fit  music  wanting?  Ho> 


calls  upon  her  Treas 
Jew  -  el  past  com  -  par 
Day-spring  ever  glow 
Angels,  raise  your  chant 


ure, 
ing! 
ing. 
ing! 


My  Darling,  do  not  weep,  My  Je  -  su,= 

My  Darhng,  do  not  weep.  My  Je  -  su, 

My  Darling,  do  not  weep,  My  Je  -  su. 

My  Darling,  do  not  weep,  My  Je  -  su, 


sleep ! 
sleep! 
sleep ! 
sleep! 


*Je-zoo.  a  beautiful  use  of  the  Latin  vocative,  for  English  nominatil?? 
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WE'D  BETTER  BIDE  A  WEE. 


Claribel. 


 ->Y 

1.  The    puir  auld folk  at  hame,  ye  mind,  Are  frail  and  fail -ing  sair, 

2.  When  first  we  told  our    sto  -  ry,  lad.  Their  bless-ing  fell  sae  free, 

3.  I       fear  me,  sair,  they're  failing  baith,  For  when  I   sit     a  -  part, 


And    wee!   I  ken  they'd 
They  gave  no  thought  to 
They'll  talk  o'  Heav'n  sae 


I     >  I 


— — ^-j — ^"1 — 

^  S.- 

— n> ' 

"  'U  1^ 

1 

-fci=g 

miss  me,  lad.  Gin     I   came  hame  nae  mair. 
self    at    all,  They  did  but  think  of  me, 
earn- est -ly,    It    well-nigh  breaks  my  heart! 


The  grist  is   out,    the  times  are  hard.  The 
But,  lad  -  die,  that's  a    time    a  -  wa,  And 
So,  lad  -  die,  din  -  na   urge  me  mair,  It 


kine     are    on  -  ly  three, 
mith  -  er's  like     to  dee 
sure  -  ly    win  -  na  be 


ree,  ^ 

■  •  } 


I  can  -  na  leave  the  auld  folk  now,  We'd  bet-ter  bide  a 


i9-  -m- 

 1=- 

— m—- 

 1  , 

^ — 1 

\  

^  1  , 

1 — ^ 

#     ^  1 

s 

# 

1 

s 

— \ — k 

•^-=^1  

\  \    0  ^  111 

— m 

— ^ 

I     can-na  leave  the  auld  folk  now,  We'd  bet-ter  bide     a  wee. 


I 


1* 


IN  THE  GLOAMING. 


Meta  Orred. 
Annie  F.  Harrison. 


s— I- 


— 9 — ^2r~^ — ^ 

Andante.  I      ^  | 

I.  In     the  gloaming  oh,     my  darling!  when  the  lights  are  dim  and  low,  And  the  qui  -  et 


1^ 

«9  •  0 

-§-^- 

^2:*4H  ^ 

1  \  

"1  1?- 

1 — i — ' 

1  ' 

1—1 — ' 

1 — 

1 — 

-1  

I  rail.  agitato.       '  -   


shad  -  ows,  fall-ing, 
way     in  si-lence, 


soft  -  ly  come  and  soft  -  ly  go, 
left   you   lone  -  Iv,     set    you  free, 


I 

When  the  winds  are  sob  -  bing 
For  my  heart  was  crushed  with 


1  I 
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:;r=—  con  anima. 

tr  * »  ^  '  P         *  I  ^-i^ 

faint -ly  with  a    gen -tie,  unknown  woe,  Will  you  think  of  me    and  love  me,  As  you  did  once 

longing;  what  had  been  could  never  be.  It     was  best  to  leave  you  thus,  dear,  Best  for  you  and 

I  I  r  n  T    c?  I  r  I   I  1  r 


-4S 

1 

2  rail. 

1      A  ^ 

long     a  - 
best  for 

go? 

me,     It  was 

best  to  leave  you  thus,       Best  for  you  and  best  for  me. 

>    >  1 

1  •✓-v'r  ^ 

-1-1  — ^ 

(Claribel.  ) 

I  can  -  not  sing  the  old  songs,  T  sang  long  years  a  -  go,  For  heart  and  voice  would 
I  can  -  not  sing  the  old  songs,  Their  charm  is  sad  and  deep ;  Their  mel- o  -  dies  would 
I    can  -  not  sing  the  old  songs.  For  vis  -  ions  come    a -gain    Of  gold -en  dreams  de  - 


r  r  r 


i 


-bf — ^ — 


me,  And  fool  -ish  tears  would  ^ow;  For 
ken  Old  sor  -  rows  from  their  sleep.  And 
ed  And  years  of    wea  -  ry     pain.  Per  - 

-N  N  K  K- 


by  -  gone  hours  come  o'er  my  heart,  with 

tho'    all     un  -  for  -  got  -  ten  still,  and 

haps  when  earth -  ly    fet   -  ters  shall  have 

-r  r- 


fa  -  mil  -  iar  strain, 

ly  sweet  they  be, 

my    spir  -  it  free 

r— r— r 


I  can  -  not  sing 
I-  can  -  not  sing 
My  voice  may  know 


the  old  songs,  Or  dream  those  dreams  a 
the  old  songs.  They  are  too  dear  to 
the  old    songs,  For  all     e  -  ter  -  ni 


I  can  -  not  sing 
I  can  -  not  sing 
My  voice  may  know 


the  old  songs, 
the  old  songs, 
the    old  songs. 


Or  dream  those  dreams  a  -  gain. 
They  are  too  dear  to  me. 
For.    all      e  -  ter  -  ni    -  ty. 
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Mrs.  Chas.  Barnard, 


Moderato 


1.  Long  had  tl'eir  watch  been  and  drear   -   y,   Wise  men  who  looked  for  the  dawn; 

2.  Mountain  and   des  -  ert  they    tra  -  verse,    Cit  -  y    and  tern  -  pie  they  see, 
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Prophet  and  King  had  grown  wea 
Nor  yet  the   Star   of   their  guid 


In  -  to  death's  mys  -  ter  -  y  gone. 
Pauses  o'er    up  -  land    or  lea. 


I  I 


End-ed  the  long  night  of 
Crowded  the  inn  and  the 

0  p 


wait 
dwell 


I    ^  I 


ing, 
ing, 


See  the  mom  promised  ap 
A  Child  in    a   manger  is 


pears ; 
born; 


f 


I       I  I 


^  ^  ^ 


I  I 


J' 


Glo  -  ry  their  wearied  eyes 
An-gels  the  shepherds  are 


tell 


ting 

ing; 


Lo !  the  bright  dream  of  their  years  ! 
Dawning  the    first  Christmas  morn. 


Yonder  is  blazing  the 
Low  bows  the  swarthy  Bal 


Day 
tha 


Star, 
zar. 


Promised  from  a  -  ges  un 
Myrrh  is   his    gift   to  the 


told! 
King; 


1 — 1 — r 


1 — I — I — "I — \ 
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rit. 


lento. 
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Fol  -  low  it,  a  -  ged  Bal  -  tha 
Frankincense  bears  the  fair  Gas 


zar, 
pard, 


I  V 

Melchoir,  and  Gaspard  the  bold. 
Gol  -  den  gift-s  Melchoir  doth  bring. 
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Supposed  Speech  of  John  Adams,  Daniel  Webster 
Sweet  and  Low,  .  .  .  Alfred  Tennyym- 
Swinging  'neath  the  Old  Apple  Tree,  O.  R.  Barrows. 
Tables  Turned,  .  .  .  Wm  Wordsworth 
Take  Joy  Home,    .      .       .  Jean  Ingelow. 

Tauler,  John  G  Whittier. 

Teachers  of  Mankind,  .  .  Lord  Brougham. 
Teacher's  Dream,  ...  W.  H.  Venable. 

Tell  on  His  Native  Hills,     .  /.  .S.  Knowles. 

Thanatopsis,  ....  W.  C.  Bryant. 

"  That's  Not  the  Way  at  Sea,"  F.  R.  Havergal. 
Three  Fishers,  The,  .  .  Charles  Kingsley. 
There  is  a  Green  Hill  Far  Away,  C.  F.  Alexander. 
There  is  No  Death,      .      .  Lord  Lylton. 

There's  a  Song  in  the  Air,  .  J.  G.  Holland. 

They  Come  Not  Back  Again,  Anonymous. 
Those  Glorious  Stars,  .       .  W.  C.  Bryant. 

Thou  Wilt  Never  Grow  Old,  E.  C.  Howarth. 

Three  O'clock  in  the  Morning,  Anonymous. 
Thy  Glory  Thou  Didst  Manifest,  E.  E.  Htgbee. 
Tintern  Abbey,  .  .  .  Wm.  Wordsworth. 
Tired  Mothers,  .  .  .  Mrs.  Albert  Smith. 
To  a  Skylark,       ...  P.  B.  Shelley. 

To  a  Waterfowl,    ...  W.  C.  Bryant. 

To-Day  and  To-Morrow,      .  Gerald  Massey. 

Tom  Brown  Starting  for  Rugby,  Thomas  Hughes. 
To-Morrow,  ....  Anonymous. 
Tongues  in  Trees,  .  .  .  Wm.  Shakspeare. 
Too  Dear  for  the  Whistle,   .  Benj.  Franklin. 

To  the  Dandelion,       .       .  J.  R.  Lowell. 

To  the  Fringed  Gentian,     .  W.  C.  Bryant. 

To  the  Silent  River,  .  .  H  W  Longfellow. 
Touchstone,  The,  .  .  .  Wm.  Allingham. 
Tree  Planting,  .  .  .  Anonymous. 
Trees  and  the  Master,  The,  .  Sidney  Lanier. 

Trial  Scene,  The,  .  .  .  Wm.  Shakspeare. 
Tribute  to  Washington,  .  W.  H.  Harrison. 
Tristram's  Song,  .  .  .  Alfred  Tennyson. 
True  Manliness,    ...  D.  C.  Eddy. 

True  Science  and  Religion,  Edward  Hitchcock. 
Twenty  Years  Ago,  .  .  Anonymous. 
Ulysses,  ....  Alfred  Tennyson. 
Unbeliever,  The,  .  .  .  Thomas  Chalmers. 
Uncle  Tom's  Testament,     .  H.  B.  Stowe. 

Under  the  Shade  of  the  Trees,  M.  J.  Preston. 
Universal  Prayer,  Thee,  .  Alexander  Pope. 
Use  of  Flowers,  The,  .       .  Mary  Howitt. 

Uses  of  Poetry  and  Art,  .  John  Stuart  Mill. 
Victim,  The,  .  .  .  Anonymous. 
Village  Preacher,  The,  .  Oliver  Goldsmith. 
Virginia,  Fate  of,        .       .  T.  B.  Macaulay. 

Virtue  :  Sweet  Day,  So  Cool,  So  Calm,  G  Herbert. 
Vision  of  Sir  Launfal,  .  James  R.  Lowell. 
Voice  of  Spring,  .       .      .         Felicia  Hemans. 

Wages,  Alfred  Tennyson. 

Waiting  for  the  May,   .       .  Anonymous. 
Waiting  to  Grow,  .       .       .  Anonymous. 
War  Inevitable,    .       .      .  Patrick  Henry. 

Washington,  ....         Charles  Phillips. 

Watch  on  the  Rhine,    .      .  Carl  Wilhelm. 

Water  in  Landscape,    .       .  D.  G.  Mitchell. 

Way  to  Heaven,  The,  .      .  J-  G.  Holland. 

We  Cherish  Dreams,   .       .  Charles  Lamb. 

We  Shall  Meet  and  Rest,    .         Horatius  Bonar. 
Westminster  Bridge,    .       .       Wm.  Wordsworth. 
What  Boots  the  Quest  ?      .       Wm.  Wordsworth. 
What  Constitutes  a  State,    .  William  Jones. 

When  All  the  World  is  Young,    Charles  Kingsley. 
When  Shall  We  Meet  Again,  Anonymous. 
When  the  Mists  Have  Rolled  Away,  Annie  Herbert. 
When  the  Swallows  Homeward  Fly,  J.  H.  Gordon. 
When  We  Plant  a  Tree,      .  O.  W.  Holmes. 

Which  Shall  It  Be  ?     .      .       Ethel  Lynn  Beers. 
While  Shepherds  Watched  their  Flocks,    N.  Tate. 
Who  Stole  the  Bird's  Nest  ?    Lydia  Maria  Child. 
Winding  My  Watch,    .       .  Anonymous. 
Wisdom  of  the  Ages  :  Our  Call  to  Duty, 
Winstanley,  ....  Jean  Ingelow. 

Woodman,  Spare  that  Tree,  Geo.  P.  Morris. 

World  is  Too  Much  with  Us,      Wm.  Wordsworth. 
Wordsworth,        .       .       .       John  G.  Whittier. 
Work.    .      .      .      .      .  Thomas  Carlyle. 

Work  For  the  Night  is  Coming,  Sidney  Dyer. 
Wreck  of  the  Hesperus,  .  H.  W.  Longfellow. 
Worth  of  Knowledge,  .       .  Francis  Bacon. 

Young  Scholar,  The,   .      .  CD.  Warner. 


"  The  Book  is  a.  Gem  in  Every  Way/^ 

  — Education. 

Favorite  Songs  and  Hymns 

FOR  SCHOOL  AND  HOME. 

Cloth,  Royal  Octavo,  450  Songs  and  Hymns  in  400  Pages.    Price,  80  Cents. 

By  J.  P.  MCCASKEY, 

Editor  of  the  Franklin  Square  Song  Collection. 

A  wonderful  collection  of  the  best  known  and  best  loved  Songs  of  the  World, 
including  National  Songs,  Arbor  Day  Songs,  Bird  Day  Songs,  Christmas  Songs, 
Folk  Songs,  College  Songs,  Songs  of  the  Home  and  the  Heart,  Songs  of  the  Nursery 
and  the  Kindergarten,  Playtime  Songs,  Slave  Songs,  Foster's  favorite  Songs — and 
the  Hymns  of  the  ages — songs  and  hymns  of  many  lands,  known  and  loved  by 
millions  gone,  millions  who  are  now  living,  and  to  be  the  precious  heritage  of  untold 
millions  yet  to  come.  The  Music  is  arranged  in  four  parts  for  Voices  or  Instru- 
ments. The  book  contains  Four  Hundred  and  Fifty  Songs  and  Hymns, 
most  of  which  have  been  sung  in  Homes  and  Schools  for  generations,  and  are  the  Song 
Treasure  of  the  English-speaking  World.  Many  of  them  are  the  Songs  to  teach, 
to  learn,  and  to  know.  No  leaf  is  turned  to  complete  any  song  or  hymn.  There  are 
also  Twenty-five  Responsive  Scripture  Readings,  together  with  the  Elements  of 
Music,  in  One  Hundred  parts,  and  much  other  reading  matter  of  interest  and  value 
relating  to  music,  thus  utilizing  space  upon  the  page  to  best  purpose.  Handsomely 
issued,  and  substantially  bound  in  full  cloth  ornamented,  it  is  a  book  that  will  wear 
for  a  generation.  Enough  Children's  songs  to  make  a  book  ;  enough  Songs  of  Days 
to  make  a  book  ;  enough  good  Christmas  Songs  and  Hymns  to  make  a  book  ; 
enough  favorite  Hymns  to  make  a  book.  All  the  National  songs,  and  hundreds  of 
choice  things  besides.  Can  be  used  along  With  any  series  of  music  books.  No  other 
gift  book  like  it  for  yourself  or  your  friend,  if  a  lover  of  Song.  All  who  see  it  enjoy  it. 
Good  on  the  Organ  or  Piano  anywhere  ;  and  it  will  be  an  especial  favorite  in  the  School- 
room wherever  known  a7id  used.  "  Everybody  who  sees  it  is  glad  to  have  it."  "It  is 
a  World  book,  and  will  be  known  wherever  people  sing  old  songs  and  enjoy  them/' 

^  CAN  BE  USED  WITH  ANY  SERIES  OF  MUSIC  BOOKS. 
Prof.  Edmund  D.  Murdagh,  President  of  the  Board  of  Education  of  Oklahoma,  writes  to  the 
Compiler  of  "  Favorite  Songs  and  Hymns"  :  "  My  Dear  Sir  :  Though  an  absolute  stranger  to  you 
I  write  to  express  my  sense  of  the  obligation  under  which  you  have  placed  the  profession  through 
your  recent  collection  of  Songs  and  Hymns.  I  have  just  bought,  for  our  Normal  School,  one 
hundred  copies  and  we  are  delighted  with  the  book.  I  need  not  specify  points  of  excellence. 
Every  page  is  helpful  and  suggestive.  You  have  done  a  great  service  to  the  cause  of  education. 
May  I  not  tender  the  thanks  of  our  School  ?" 

See  Specimen  Pages  and  Table  of  Contents,  herewith,  Alphabetically  Arranged. 

The  recent  purchase  by  the  American  Book  Company  of  the  educational  list  of  Messrs.  Harper 
&  Brothers,  includes  the  Franklin  Square  Song  Collection  by  Dr.  J.  P.  McCaskey.  This  series,  in  eight 
numbers,  comprising  Sixteen  Hundred  carefully  selected  Songs  and  Hymns,  has  sold  a  Quarter  of  a 
Million  copies,  and  is  favorably  known  in  foreign  lands  as  well  as  in  the  United  States  and  Canada. 
Within  a  few  weeks  of  the  above  purchase  a  new  book  by  Dr.  McCaskey  was  announced  by  the  Har- 
pers, into  which  he  has  brought  together  the  very  best  of  all  that  preceded  it,  with  choice  additional  mat- 
ter not  contained  in  any  of  the  books  previously  published.  This  new  book,  which  is  also  included  in  the 
purchase  and  which  is  here  described,  is  perhaps,  for  the  average  school,  the  average  teacher,  and  the  aver- 
age lover  of  song  in  the  home,  the  very  best  Popular  Collection  of  Vocal  Music  that  has  ever  been  made, 
and  we  commend  it  to  the  educational  public  with  the  utmost  confidence.  No  other  collection  of  its 
kind  in  the  World  presents,  for  the  money,  so  much  of  what  everybody  enjoys.  See  Table  of  Contents, 
alphabetically  arranged,  on  last  page  of  this  circular.  Also  specimen  pages  of  music  within,  as  to  type, 
arrangement,  and  appearance.  Correspondence  solicited  with  reference  to  introduction.  Sent  prepaid 
to  any  address,  on  receipt  of  price,  by  the  publishers. 

AMERICAN  BOOK  COMPAIVV 

NEW  YORK  CINCINNATI  CHICAQO 


XTable  of  (Tontents. 


A  Spring  Song,    .  .  C.  Pinsiiti.  277 

A  Soldier  in  the  Village  Street,   W.  Hutchinson.  218 

A  Song  for  the  Oak,  .  ,  H.  F.  Chorlcy.  251 
A  Song  for  Our  Banner,    .        W.  V.  Wallace.  293 

Abide  with  Me,        .       .        Wm.  H.  Monk.  121 

Adeste  Fideles,       .       .       .       Anonymotis.  125 

After,  Louis  Diehl.  236 

A  Greenness  Light  and  Tender,    .      Folksong.  266 

Ah  !  For  Wings  to  Soar,       .       .       Jullien.  99 

Ah  !  I  Have  Sighed  to  Rest  Me,    .    G.  Verdi.  226 

Ah!  'TisaDream,          .       .       E.Lassen.  193 

A  Hundred  Years  to  Come,     .     W.  C.  Brown.  108 

A  Life  on  the  Ocean  Wave,    .     Henry  Russell.  146 

A  Little  Word  in  Kindness  Said,  .  Anonymous.  267 

Alice,  Where  Art  Thou  ?    .        .       J.  Ascher.  370 

All  Among  the  Barley,      .     Elizabeth  Stirling.  315 

All  Hail  the  Power  of  Jesus'  Name,  E.  Perronet.  19 

All's  Well,       ....     J.  Braham.  115 

All  the  Saints  Adore  Thee,    .        /.  B.  Dykes.  294 

All  Together,         .        .        .     Geo.  F.  Root.  138 

All  is  Still,  in  Sweetest  Rest,      .      F.  Kiichen.  78 

Alleluia  !  Alleluia  !        .        .        Easter  Carol.  96 

Alpine  Horn,  The,       .       .       L^-  J-  Loder.  81 

America,           ....      7!  Dwight.  133 

Amid  the  Greenwood,    .        .        .     Thalberg.  203 

Andreas  Hofer,        .         .         .         Folksong.  241 

Angelic  Songs  are  Swelling,    .      F.  W.  Faber.  186 

Angry  Words,      .        .        .          Anony?7tous.  130 

Annie  Laurie,         .       .        Lady  John  Scott.  128 

Anvil  Chorus,  The,  .       .        .        .  G.  Verdi.  152 

Ark  of  Freedom,  Glory's  Dwelling,   J.  Haydn.  133 

Art  Thou  Weary?    .        .        .St.  Stephanos.  97 

As  a  Little  Child,        .         C.  M.  Von  Weber.  69 

As  the  Wind  Blows,         .        Richard  Genee.  242 

Ask  Me  Not  Why  My  Heart,  .   Charles  Jeffrey.  224 

At  Dawn  Aurora  Gaily  Breaks,    .     Wm.  Jones.  37 

At  Evening  Time,         .       .       M.J.  Sporle.  215 

Auld  Lang  Syne,      .        .           Robert  Burns.  256 

Aunt  Jemima' s  Plaster,    ,        .        Anonymous.  346 

Autumn  Leaves,    .       .       .     Charles  Dickens.  147 

Away,  Away,          .       .       D.  F.  E.  Auber.  318 

Ave  Sanctissima,       .        .        Felicia  Hemans.  213 

Awake,  My  Soul,  and  With  the  Sun,  Thos.  Ken.  305 

Away  with  Melancholy,         .       .     W.  Mozart.  149 

Baby  Bye,  Here's  a  Fly,     .      Theodore  Tilton.  148 

Baby  is  a  Sailor  Boy,       .         George  Cooper.  231 

Baby's  Night,        .        .       .        Anonymous.  225 

Baloo,  Baloo,  My  Wee,  Wee  Thing,     Lullaby.  362 

Battle  Hymn  of  Republic,    .  Julia  Ward  Howe.  105 

Beautiful  Bells,       .       .       .        E.  O.  Lyte.  85 

Beautiful  Day,  The,          .       .       D.  Hime.  280 

Beautiful  Faces,     .       .       .      David  Swing.  285 

Beautiful  Spring  Time,            .    Guiseppe  Verdi.  254 

Believe  Me  if  All  Those  Endearing,    T.  Moore.  350 

Ben  Bolt,         .        .        .        T.  D.  English.  299 

Be  Thou,  O  God,  Exalted  High,  .     W.  Franc.  61 

Beulah  Land,       .        .       .      J.  R.  Sweeny.  19 

Birdie  Sweet,       .       .       .    Childhood  Songs.  147 

Bird's  Nest,  The,     .       .        .  Helen  Thomas.  287 

Birds  Are  in  the  Woodland,       .      Anonymous.  35 

Birds  Sleeping  Gently,  The,    .        .  J.  Ascher.  370 

Bloom  On,  My  Roses,         .       F.  H.  Cowen.  129 

Blossom  Time,       .        .        Mary  E.  Dodge.  137 

Blue  Alsatian  Mountains,     .      Stephen  Adams.  45 

Blushing  Maple  Tree,      .         Hamilton  Aide.  139 

Boatman's  Return,  The,       .       M.  J.  Sporle.  249 

Boat  Song,      .       .       ,     C.  M.  Von  Weber.  12^ 


Bonnie  Banks  of  Loch  Lomond,  .  Anonymous.  342 
Bonnie  Charlie,  .  .  .  Lady  Nairne.  364 
Bonnie  Doon,  .  .  .  Robert  Burns.  248 
Brave  Old  Oak,  .  .  .  E.  J.  Loder.  251 
Bridal  Chorus,  .  .  .  .  R.  Wagner.  268 
Bride  Bells,  The,  .  .  ,  J.  L.  Roeckei.  232 
Brightly,  ....  Michael  Haydn.  16 
Bright,  Rosy  Morning,  .  .  Anonymous.  1 14 
Buttercup  Test,  .  .  Childhood  Songs.  185 
Buy  My  Strawberries,  .  .  .  C.  Howard.  136 
By  Killarney's  Lakes  and  Fells,  M.  W.  Balfe.  43 
Call  John,  .  .  .  Wm.  B.  Bradbury.  88 
Calm  Was  the  Night,  .  Arthur  Sullivan.  273 
Carol,  Brothers,  Carol,  .  W.  A.  Muhlenberg.  263 
Castles  in  Spain,  .  .  .  V.  Bellini.  94 
Chapel,  The,  ....  Uhland.  62 
Chatterbox,  The,  .  .  .  Jane  Taylor.  302 
Cheer,  Boys,  Cheer,  .  Charles  Mackay.  54 
Cheerily  the  Bugle  Sounds,  .  J.  H.  Hewitt.  247 
Chide  Mildly  the  Erring,  .  W.  H.  Bradbury.  124 
Child,  is  Life  Bright  Alone,  .  W.  H.  Emra.  48 
Child  of  Earth  with  Golden  Hair,  C.  E.  Horn.  66 
Child  of  the  Regiment,  .  G.  Donizetti.  224 
Children's  Songs,  .  .  .  135,  271,  301 
Chime  Again,  Beautiful  Bells,  .  H.  R.  Bishop.  174 
Christ  is  Born  in  Bethlehem,  .  Anonymous.  159 
Christ  is  Born  of  Maiden  Fair,  .  Gnuntlet.  253 
Christmas  As  It  Comes,  *  .  .  Anonyjnotts.  195 
Christmas  Carol,  .  .  Thomas  Helmore.  262 
Christmas  Hymn,  .  .  Llenry  Dielman.  267 
Christmas  is  Coming,  .  J.  P.  McCaskey.  329 
Christmas  is  Here,  .  W.  M.  Thackeray.  324 
Christmasse  of  Olde,  .  .  .  Anonyjnous.  198 
Christmas  Song,  .  .  .  A.  Adam.  27 
Christmas  Time  is  Come  Again,  .  Anonymotis.  158 
Christ  was  Born  on  Christmas  Day,  J.  M.  Neale.  262 
Church  Militant,  .  .  H.  S.  Cutler.  107 
Columbia,  God  Preserve  Thee  Free,  J.  Haydn.  133 
Columbia,  the  Gem  of  the  Ocean,  D.  T.  Shazv.  155 
Come,  All  Ye  Faithful,  .  .  J.  Reading.  125 
Come,  Boys,  and  Sound  Your  A,  W.  Wetmore.  90 
Come,  Cheerful  Companions,  .  French  Air.  58 
Come,  Come  Quickly  Away,  .  Anonymous.  272 
Come,  let  us  Join  in  Merry  Chorus,  Offenbach.  283 
Come,  let  us  Learn  to  Sing,  .  Anonymotis.  30I 
Come,  My  Gallant  Soldier,  .  H  R.  Bishop.  239 
Come,  Oh,  Come  With  Me,  .  Ltalian  Air.  64 
Come  Out,  'tis  Now  September,  .  E.  Sterling.  315 
Come,  Swell  the  Strain,  .  .  Charles  Jan  is.  337 
Come  to  the  Old  Oak  Tree,  .  English.  131 
Come  to  the  Sparkling  Fountain,  Anonymous.  109 
Come,  Thou  Almighty  King,  Charles  Wesley.  305 
Come  Where  Flowers  are  Flinging,  Von  Flotow.  252 
Come  with  the  Gipsy  Bride,  .  M.  W.  Balfe.  246 
Come,  Ye  Disconsolate,  .  Samuel  Webbe.  142 
Corn  Song,  The,  .  .  Godfrey  Marks.  316 
Coronation,  ....  Oliver  Holden.  19 
Cousin  Jedediah,  .  .  H.  S.  Thojnpson.  250 
Cradle  Hymn,        .        .  J- J-  Rousseau.  1 18 

Cradle  Song  of  Soldier's  Wife,  T.  T.  Barker.  285 
Cradle  Song  of  Virgin,  .  Joseph  Barnby.  199 
Dawn  of  Day,  The,  .  .  Sa??iuel  Reay.  349 
Dearest  Native  Land,  .  .  .  H.  Proch.  154 
Dearest  Spot,  The,  .  .  W.  T.  Wright  on.  156 
Dear  Father,  Drink  No  More,  .  Te77iperance.,  60 
Deck  the  Hall,  ....  Welsh  Air.  300 
Deserted  by  the  Waning  Moon,   .  J.  Braham.  1 15 
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FAVORITE  SONGS  AND  HYMNS. 


Ding,  Dong,  I  Love  the  Song,  ,  Poniatowski. 
Dip,  Boys,  IDip  the  Oar,  .  .  F.  Sarona. 
Distant  Drum,  The,  .  .  Anonymous. 
Down  in  a  Coal  Mine,  .  J.  P.  Geoghegan. 
Down  the  Stream  So  Cheerily,  .  Anonymous. 
Do  They  Think  of  Me  at  Home  ?  C.  W.  Glover. 
Dream  Faces,  .  .  W.  M.  Hutchinson. 
Drift,  My  Bark,  .  .  .  F.  Kucken. 
Ehren  on  the  Rhine,  Win.  M.  Hutchinson. 
Elements  of  Music,  One  Hundred  Points,  . 
Emmanuel,  .  .  .  .  W.  C.  Dix. 
Ere  the  Twilight  Bat  was  Flitting,  B.  Covert. 
Evening  Hymn,  .  .  Felicia  Hemans. 
Evening  Hymn,  .  .  F.  Mendelssohn. 
Ever  of  Thee,      .       .        .  Foley  Hall. 

Ever  to  the  Right,.  .        .  Anonymous. 

Eve's  Lamentation,  .  .  .  AI.  P.  King. 
Fade,  Fade,  Each  Earthly  Joy,  .  H.  Bonar. 
Fading,  Still  Fading,  .  .  Portuguese. 
Fair  Luna,  .  .  .  .  J.  Barnby. 
Faithful  Little  Bird,  .  .  D.  M.  Craik. 
Far  Away,  .  .  .  .  M.  Lindsay. 
Far  Out  on  Desolate  Billow,  R.  W.  Raymond. 
Farewell  is  a  Lonely  Sound,  J.  C.  Englebrecht. 


Farewell  to  the  Woods, 
Farmer,  The, 
Father  Joe, 
Fisherman's  Chorus, 
Flag  of  Our  Union  Forever, 
Flag  of  the  Free, 
Fee  As  a  Bird,  . 
Flow  Gently,  Sweet  Afton, 
Flowrets  Blooming, 
Flowers  for  the  Brave, 
Flow,  Rio  Verde, 
Follow  Me,  Full  of  Glee, 
Forever  and  Forever, 
Fourth  of  July  Hymn, 
Fox  and  Goose, 
Freedom's  Flag, 
Gentle  Annie, 
German  Lullaby, 
Give  Me  Jesus, 
Gloria  Patri, 


German. 
Kindergarten. 
F.  Von  Flotoiv. 

D.  F.  E.  Auber. 
.    Geo.  P.  Morris. 

J.  P.  McCaskey. 
Mary  S.  B.  Dana. 
Robert  Burns. 
F.  Schubert. 

E.  W.  Chapman. 

Anonymous. 
Movement  Song. 
C.  C.  Converse. 

T.  Hastings. 
Childhood  Song. 
John  J.  Hood. 
Stephen  C.  Foster. 
Slumber  Song. 
Slave  Hymn. 
Anonymous. 


Glory  and  Love  to  the  Men  of  Old,  C.  F.  Gowiod. 
God  Bless  Our  Native  Land,  .  7 .  Dwight. 
God  Rest  You,  Chrysten  Gentilmen,  Swiss  Air. 
God  Shall  Charge  His  Angel  Legions, 
Golden  Rule,  .  .  .  Anonymous. 
Golden  Slumbers  Kiss  Your  Eyes,  .  Lullaby. 
Golden  Stars  for  Me  are  Shining,  .  H.  Proch. 
Good-Bye  .  .  .  J.  C.  Engelbrecht. 
Good  Cheer,  ....  Anonymous. 
Good  Night,  .  .  .  Franz  Abt. 
Good  Night  (Round),  .  .  .  Anonymous. 
Good  Night,  Ladies,  .  .  Serenade. 
Good  Three  Bells,  .*  .  Charles  Jarvis. 
Go  to  Sleep,  Lena  Darling,  .  J.  K.  Emmet. 
Greenwood  Tree,  The,  .  Sidney  Nelson. 
Guadeamus  Igitur,  .  ,  College  Song. 
Guide  Me,  Great  Jehovah,  .  F.  Herold. 
Hail  and  Farewell,  .  Mrs.  C  Barnard. 
Hail  Columbia,  .  .  F.  Hopkinson. 
-fail  Columbia,  New,  .  O.  W.  Holmes. 
Hail  to  the  Brightness,  .  Thos.  Hastings. 
Hail,  Thou  Most  Sacred  One,  Felicia  Hemans. 
Hallelujah  Chorus,  .  .  G.  F.  Handel. 
Happy  and  Light,     .       .  M.  W.  Balfe. 

Happy  Are  We  To-night,  .  M.  S.  Pike. 
Hard  Times,  Come  Again  No  More,  S.  C.  Foster. 
Hark  !  I  Hear  an  Angel  Sing,    R.  G.  ShrivaL 


loo 

203 

313 

87 
291 

36 
326 
170 
218 
372 
336 
103 
213 
305 

49 
179 

77 
275 
145 
240 
176 

32 
275 
297 
200 

125 

264 

157 

293 
295 

50 

53 
327 
144 

13 

270 
169 
267 

303 

46 
140 
320 
309 

97 
368 

133 
198 

29 
187 
225 
154 
297 
211 
211 
249 

85 
337 
172 
141 
237 
295 
259 
153 
371 
351 
213 
112 
s8o 
221  s 
342  I 
lOI  1 


Hark !  the  Herald  Angels  Sing,  Chas.  Wesley.  304 
Hark  !  the  Vesper  Hymn  is  Stealing,  T.  Moore.  25 
Harp  that  Once  through  Tara's  Halls,  T.  Moore.  83 
Heart  Bowed  Down,  The,  .  M.  W.  Balfe.  177 
Hearts  and  Homes,  .  ,  John  Blockley.  231 
Heaven  is  My  Home,  .  A.  S.  Sullivan.  339 
Heavens  Are  Telling,  The,  .  Z.  Beethoven. 
Heavily  Wears  the  Day,  .       .  German 

Heirs  of  Unending  Life,  .  .  B.  Beddome. 
Herdsman's  Mountain  Home,  .  Volkslied. 
Here  under  the  Leafy  Greenwood  Tree,  Nelson. 
He's  the  Lily  of  Valley,  .  Slave  Hymn. 
Ho,  Ho,  Vacation  Days  are  Here,  J.  C.Johnson. 


J  B.  Dykes.  294 
Michael  Haydn.  173 
M.  S.  Pike. 
German. 
Philip  Phillips. 


Holy,  Holy,  Holy, 
Holy  Night  (Heilige  Nacht) 
Home  Again, 

Home,  Can  I  Forget  Thee  ?  . 
Home  of  the  Soul,     .  . 
Home' s  Not  Merely  Four  Square  Walls,  Rossini. 
Home,  Sweet  Home,    .    John  Howard  Payne. 
How  Dear  to  My  Heart,  S.  Woodworth. 

How  Gentle  God's  Commands,  .  H.  G.  Nageli. 
Humpty  Dumpty,         .       .       Mother  Goose. 
Hush,  My  Babe,  Lie  Still  and  Slumber,  Watts. 
Have  Fruit,  I  Have  Flowers,   .  J.  A.  Wade. 
Have  Heard  the  Mavis  Singing,    ,  S.  Nelson. 
Have  Roamed  Over  Mountain,   W.  Bradbury.  288 


Know  a  Bank,     .       .        Charles  E.  Horn. 

Love  the  Merry  Sunshine,    .    Stephen  Glover. 

Love  Thy  Kingdom,  Lord,      .      T.  Dwight. 

Sat  Beneath  the  Maples  Old,      .     C.  Pinsuti. 

Want  Forty  Dozen  of  Fine  Waxen  Dolls, 
f  Ever  I  See,  on  Bush  or  Tree,  .  Little  Folks. 
mage  of  the  Rose,  .  .  G.  Reichardt. 
'm  a  Forester  Free,  .  .  E.  ReyJoff. 
'm  a  Shepherd  of  the  Valley,  .  F.  G.  Klaner. 
'm  Glad  I  am  a  Farmer,  .  Anonymous. 
n  Excelsis  Gloria,  ,  .  .  Welsh  Air. 
n  Flakes  of  a  Feathery  White,  W.  O.  Bourne. 
n  Heavenly  Love  Abiding,  .  F.  Mendelssohn. 
n  Merry  Chorus,  .  .  J.  Offenbach. 
n  Shadowland,  .  .  .  C.  Pinsuti. 
n  the  Quarries  Should  You  Toil,  Anonymous. 
n  the  Starlight,  .  .  Stephen  Glover. 
n  the  West  the  Sun  Declining,  .  Franz  Abt. 
n  the  Wild  Chamois  Track,  .  Malibran. 
ngleside.  The,  .  .  T.  F.  Weisenthal. 
nnisfail,  .  .  .  .  E.  C.  Phelps. 
nteger  Vitae,  .  .  .  College  Song. 
nto  the  Woods  My  Master  Went,  S.  Lanier. 
t's  Rare  to  See  the  Morning  Bleeze,  H.  Ainslee. 
t  is  Better  to  Laugh  than  Be  Sighing,  Donizetti. 
've  Been  Roaming,  .  Charles  E.  Horn. 
've  Reached  the  Land  of  Corn  and  Wine, 


vy  Green,  The, 
Will  Sing  You  a  Song, 
Would  That  My  Love, 
amie's  on  the  Stormy  Sea 
em,  the  Carter  Lad, . 
erusalem  the  Golden, 
erusalem,  My  Happy  Home, 
Jesus  is  Mine,  . 
Jesus  Lives 


Henry  Russell. 
G.  H.  Gates. 
F.  Mendelssohn. 
Bernard  Covert. 
.     J.  S.  Baker. 
Alexander  Ewing. 
.    Latin  Hymn. 
Horatius  Bonar. 
C.  F.  Gellert. 


Jesus,  the  Very  Thought  of  Thee,  .  G.  Rossini. 


Jaennette  and  Jaennot, 
Johnny  Schmoker, 
Jolly  Old  St.  Nicholas,  . 
Joy,  Joy,  Freedom  To-day, 
Joy  to  the  World,  o 
Juanita,   .       .       .  . 
Kathleen,     .       .  . 


Charles  W.  Glover. 

.  German. 
Anonymous. 
.  Anonymous. 
Isaac  Watts. 
Caroline  Norton. 
W.  Williams. 
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75 
245 
277 

329 
261 

354 
91 
182 

135 
132 

352 
26 
283 
265 

55 
292 
211 

81 

83 
106 
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83 
257 

52 

19 
319 
120 
189 
103 

86 
358 
143 
275 
121 

341 
348 
222 
300 
184 
72 
44 
194 


